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Some  Reviews  on 

"The  Flagship." 


"  The  Flagship.  By  Trevor  Blakemore.  (Cloth,  97  pp. 
Erskine  MacDonald.  4s.  6d.  net.)  The  war  poems  strike 
a  deep  and  a  true  note.  Not  content  with  shouting  about 
the  obvious,  they  revea.1  the  inward  causes  and  speak  of 
the  larger  issues  of  the  great  conflict.  They  are  entitled 
to  a  place  among  the  few  worthy  poems  that  have  been 
written  on  the  war.  Mention  must  be  made  of  the 
charming  love  lyrics  of  which  "  Oblivion  "  is  a  beautiful 
example,  so  gay  as  it  is,  and  fragrant  with  earth-sweetness. 
Indeed,  pej-haps  Mr.  Blakemore's  power  of  calling  up  vivid 
pictiu'es  of  various  aspects  of  nature  is  his  most  striking 
quality." 

"  Apropos  of  Sir  Sidney  Colvin's  recent  lecture  on 
"  Suggestion  and  Condensation  in  Poetry  "  and  of  the 
emphasis  he  laid  on  Keats'  unrivalled  power  of  vivid 
Nature  description  it  is  interesting  to  note  Mr.  Blakemore's 
gifts  in  this  respect." — The  Poetry  Review 

"  We  welcome  another  volume  of  verses  by  Trevor 
Blakemore,  who  has  already  gained  a  niche  f^mong  the 
younger  Georgian  poets.  "  The  Flagship  " — the  title  of 
the  book  is  taken  from  the  first  poem — is  hardly  an  index 
to  the  character  of  Mr.  Blakemore's  poems,  which  carry 
us  for  the  most  part  down  sylvian  and  idyllic  paths,  far 
from  the  stress  of  war.  But  the  most  nota,ble  work,  the 
poem  called  "  Intercession,"  which  appeared  in  the  Times, 
deals  with  the  all-absorbing  topic.  It  has  a  note  of 
inspiration,  which  marks  it  as  a  considerable  achievement. 
The  other  poems  deal  with  man  and  nature  in  varying 
moods,  and  Mr.  Blakemore  in  "  Sark  "  and  in  "  Harbour 
Bells  "  shows  that  he  possesses  the  true  vision  of  the  sea 
and  "  land-locked  bays." — Westminster  Gazette. 


"Nature  counts  for  not  a  little  in  Mr.  Trevoi'Blakeinore's 
new  volume  of  poems  ;  and  the  I)allad8  about  trees,  the 
daintily  turned  lyric  about  butterfliea,  and  the  wayeide 
impressions  of  storm  and  austere  scenery  are  picturesque 
as  well  as  pleasing.  But  thi«  is  only  one  element  in  a  book 
of  remarkable  range,  considering  the  technical  excellence 
of  its  verses.  There  is  a  story  poem  in  strong  and  stately 
blank  verse,  sonnets  that  philosophise,  with  an  impressive 
detachment,  and  <t.  medley  of  finely  turned  IjTical  pieces 
that  includes  austere  love-poems,  and  there  are  a  few- 
striking  war  pieces,  including  an  eloquent  "  Intercession  " 
ajid  a  powerful  piece  to  celebrate  the  battleship  that  W8W 
"  first  of  the  line  to  meet  a  foeman's  shell."  The  work, 
with  all  its  variety,  is  vigorous  and  sweet  throughout.'" — 
Scotsman. 

"  Mr.  Blakemore  is  a  poet  who,  never  deviating  from  a 
style  serious  cind  dignified,  can  stamp  a  picture  or  a  mood 
of  nature  indelibly  on  the  mind.  His  senses  are  acute, 
and  he  records  their  message  in  close  detail — his  open-air 
impressions  of  storms  or  peace — in  well-chosen  phrase  and 
well-balanoed  verse.  But  the  picture  also  often  speaks 
of  the  hidden  spiritual  things — as  in  the  remarkable  little 
cameo  of  two  lovers  crouchinja  under  the  hedge  in  a  storm, 
called  "  Forces."  "  Vesperal  "  is  a  fine  piece  of  music  ; 
so  is  "  Oblivion  "  ;  and  "  Papillons  "  hynms  very  tunefully 
the  wavering  dazzle  of  a  butterfly's  flight.  There  is  a 
touch  of  pfiwerful  hirnian  drama  in  "  Tliree  Confessions." — 
The  Times. 

"  His  verses  are  not  only  sound -in  technique  but  reveal 
a  widely -observanu  study  of  Nature  and  subtle  instinct 
for  correct  values.  His  "  Intercession,"  a  plea  for  the 
lowering  of  international  passion,  is  a  finely-conceived 
poem,  pregnant  with  beautiful  and  suggestive  thouglit. 
Mr.  Blakemore  has  made  a  notable  advance  on  Poenis  and 
Ballads.  These  collected  poems  are  the  product  of  a  gifted 
and  inspiring  mind." — Daily  Telegraph. 


STAR-DUST. 


Man  in  his  blindness  goes  the  way 
Of  death  and  rust 

Stumbling  in  earth,  his  movements  hkh. 
The  stars  with  dust. 

But  God  beholds  the  small  dim  world 

He  sears  and  scars. 

And  with  eternal  purpose  fills 

Its  dust  with  stars. 


The  iMaypoIe. 


RED  and  green  and  gold  and  blue  and  lilac, 
Green  and  blue  and  lilac,  red  and  gold, 
In  and  out,  they  twine  and  flash  and  mingle, 
Out  and  in,  they  vanish  and  unfold. 

High  above,  the  smile  and  frown  of  Springtide, 
On  the  grasF^.  the  tireless  feet  of  youth. 

And  between.  Life's  hundred  colours  moving 
Round  and  round  the  age-long  tree  of  Truth. 

What  are  we,  but  eager  children  hasting 
Round  the  ring  of  Life's  unceasing  trend, 

Grasping  at  its  coloured  strands  that  flutter, 
Joining  in  a  dance  of  unknown  end  ? 
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Do  we  tread  its  measure,  stepping  blindly 

To  the  tune  of  others  piping  low, 
Or  our  own  hid  spirit,  ever  goading. 

Or  the  force  of  some  in- finite  flow  ? 

Light  is  life,  and  we  must  weave  light's  colours 
Till  the  great  eternal  strand  is  done. 

Till  the  Tree  of  Knowledge  rises  woven 
One  with  Life  as  hues  are  one  with  Sun. 

If  we  stumble,  all  must  bear  the  burden — 
Tangled  skein  and  steps  to  be  retraced  ; 

Oh,  we  toil  not  blindly,  but  weave  freedom 
Where  divine,  each  atom  lies  encased  ! 


In  and  out,  they  twine  and  flash  and  mingle, 
Out  and  in,  they  vanish  and  unfold, 

Eed  and  green  and  gold  and  blue  and  lilac, 
Green  and  blue  and  lilac,  red  and  gold. 
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The  Lion's  Roar. 


HALF-BLINDED  by  the  darkness  of  the  years 
In  his  cool  cavern  stretched  in  comfort's  sleep, 
See  the  great  Hon  rise  stiffly  on  stiff  loins, 

Gain  the  cave's  edge  and  scan  the  azure  deep  ! 

See  his  head  shake  the  webs  with  furious  turns 
Where  crafty  spiders  sought  to  dim  the  light  1 

Hear  the  quick  thud  and  scurry  from  his  path 
As  gathered  jackals  bolt  in  sudden  flight , 

Jackals  and  rodents  grouped  about  his  door, 
The  doorway  where  his  shadow  never  fell ; 

"  The  lion  ?  For  ought  we  know  he  has  long  died, 
His  sleep  is  sound,  we  laugh,  and  all  is  well !  " 


>> 


Out  o'er  the  azure  waves  he  stares,  and  slow, 
Half-stupidly  at  first  and  dazed  of  ken, 

Till  suddenly  a  flash  of  anger  sweeps 
Yellow  across  his  widening  eyes,  and  then. 

All  his  form  stiffens,  and  from  out  his  mouth 
That  opens  on  a  cavern  of  white  swords, 

Flesh  red  as  blood,  a  serpent-thrusting  tongue, 
His  mighty  voice  rings  out  to  unseen  hoards,.- 

His  sons  and  kinsmen  to  far  north  and  south. 
Hid  from  his  sight  by  ice  or  dust  or  sun, 

Shaking  the  ground,  his  frightful  roar  goes  out — 
"  War  on  the  tawny  tribe  and  evil  done  !  " 
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So  was  it  with  thee,  Britain,  skimber-killed, 
While  thin  threads  slowly  thickened  to  a  net, 

Woven  in  secret  round  thee  with  light  touch, 
Linked  to  the  hand  of  iron  and  hate  that  set 

This  and  a  thousand  snares  till  thou  should'st  wake, 
Struggling  and  trapped  within  a  captor's  throes, 

The  noblest  beast  that  none  could  break  or  rend, 
Taken  in  sleep  and  vanquished  ere  he  rose. 

And  now  the  roar  goes  out  and  down  long  trails, 
Far-off,  aloof,  from  strange  and  hidden  ways, 

Echoes  the  answer,  tuned  to  hurrying  feet, 
'  The  children  seek  the  land  of  childish  days.' 

Men,  whom  long  years  held  exile  from  their  home, 
With  fortune  made,  half-made,  or  thriftless  still. 

By  sledge  and  ox-cart,  steerage,  motor,  yacht. 
Come  forth  in  thousands  with  a  single  will. 

The  shaggy  miner  leaves  the  Yukon  side. 

Sells  out  his  stores  and  mushes  down  the  trail, 

Wet  from  the  log-jam,  stained  with  salmon-blood, 
The  Lion-cubs  gather  at  quay-side  and  rail. 

The  brown-faced  planter  from  the  tea-estate 
Comes  clattering  to  the  gasping  tropic  town, 

Lean  shearer,  musterer,  jacky,  station-hand, 
New-chums  just-out  and  sports  of  old  renown, 

From  every  land  and  clime  where  head  may  rest 
On  easy  bed  or  plank  or  'neath  the  stars, 

Rich,  settled,  high  in  place,  it  matters  not. 
They  hear  the  call  and  reck  not  what  debars. 
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This  is  their  glory  that  they  gladly  stand 

On  dusty  drill-ground,  sweating,  day  by  day, 

Frozen  and  soaked  in  trenches  mire  anil  filtli, 
Sleepless  and  verminous,  with  comrades'  clay 

Under  their  feet,  before  their  eyes,  strung  out 
Gas-yellow  on  the  wire  of  *  No  man's  land', 

Broken  and  gaping,  while  they  wait  the  death 
That  has  a  hundred  horrors  to  command. 

Or  this,  their  glory,  that  they  search  the  sea, 
Whose  any  wave  brings  death  or  lifts  the  sign 

That  knows  not  mercy,  shame  or  honour's  way, 
The  rapparee  and  cut-throat  of  the  brine. 

Or  that  they  mount  the  conquered  air  to  meet 

And  drive  unaided  on  a  score  of  foes. 
Careless  of  dizzy  height  or  whistling  shell. 

Careless  of  all  save  what  their  duty  shows — 

To  write  across  the  heavens,  hberty, 

Best  for  the  pitted  earth,  the  shell-torn  wood, 

They  guard  the  rugged  battlements  that  crown 
The  iron  line  of  bloodstained  brotherhood. 

Wardens  of  all  soul-precious  things  they  stand, 
Before  their  eyes  the  vision,  phantom-grown 

Out  of  the  very  smoke-wisps,  loosed  from  hell 

The  green  cool  rest  and  memoried  flowers  of  home... 

The  water  swirhng  under  the  quiet  pines, 
And  over  all  the  mountains  and  the  snow, 

The  homestead  by  the  creek  among  the  gums, 
The  stoep  and  gardens  where  the  lilies  grow. 
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And  nearer  home,  the  ordered  EngHsh  land, 

Field  by  field,  ripe  with  grain,  edged  with  old  trees, 

Blue  hills,  deep  outlined  in  the  rich,  moist  air, 
Stream-grasses  bending  white  against  the  breeze, 

Old  plastered  houses,  wood-smoke  winding  up. 
Churches  and  barns,  half-hid  in  leafy  ways, 

Bright  cottage  gardens,  cobbled  village  streets, 
Orchards  a'snow  or  red  with  Autumn's  days, 

Wide  moorlands  washed  with  purple  or  gold  lights, 
Hazed  in  the  sunset,  towering  rain-gemmed  fells, 

Blue  bays  where  snow-white  foam  runs  up  the  sand, 
Wood-blooms,  a  carpet  in  the  greenest  dells... 

All  these  thej  left,  and  things  more  dear  than  these, 
The  home,  the  loved  ones,  and  the  hard-earned  height 

Their  toil  had  gained,  sweet  leisure,  and  its  joys, 
For  they  saw  these  engulfed  in  coming  night, 

They  saw  the  pillars  of  Life's  justice-seat 

Trembling  in  murderous  hands,  heard  voices  speak, 

Mocking  at  Truth  and  Honour  and  Pledged  Word, 
They  saw  the  tyrant's  hand  upon  the  weak. 

They  saw  the  menace  of  the  coming  day. 
Evil  enthroned  and  regnant  on  the  earth. 

All  precious  things  forbidden,  seized,  debased, 
The  spoiler  at  their  altar  and  their  hearth. 

And  ever  as  had  been  since  Caesar  came, 
Strong  hands  took  up  sharp  swords  and  put  to  sea. 

The  Lion-pack  is  bloodstained  but  their  eyes 
In  the  far  dawn  saw  rest  and  victory  ! 
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I.M. 

Lord  Kitchener  of  Khartoum. 


HAD  they  more  need  of  you,  Great  Soldier-Soul, 
Upon  that  other  land  beyond  the  grave, 
To  marshal  into  peace  the  gallant  roll 

Of  those  dazed  hearts  that  died  on  field  or  wave  ; 
Aloof,  you  lived,  and  in  the  end  you  passed 

Aloof,  translated  by  the  water's  touch, 
No  man  knows  how,  yet  all  know  at  the  last 

You  eyed  Death  calmly,  scorning  his  chill  clutch. 

How  fit  a  grave  for  you  the  glorious  deep, 

Your  heart  would  fret  within  dank  Abbey  ground. 

Naught  but  an  ocean's  tomb  could  safely  keep 

The  thews  that  showed  in  Empires  their  work  crowned. 

Now  each  proud  ship  Britannia  rests  upon. 
Shall  hear  your  spirit's  message — '*  Carry  On  !  " 


15 


Reflorent 


THEY  have  not  gone,  the  woods  we  knew  and  cherished, 
Though  now  the  land's  sad  face 
Shows  bare  beneath  the  woodman's  axe,  nor  perished, 
They  still  have  place. 

They  are  not  dead,  the  flowers  we  loved  and  tended, 

Though  this  year's  beds  have  few, 
Their  coloured  life  of  sweetness  has  but  ended 

To  bloom  anew. 

The  flowers  of  England  bud  in  realms  eternal, 

The  tree  its  shade  still  yields, 
That  they  may  keep  for  heroes  ever  vernal 

Elysium  fields. 

1917, 
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Ghosts. 


SO^IE  rain  had  fallen  ;  its  clear  drops  hung  and  fashioned 
The  firs,  a  crown, 
Chilled  with  its  breath,  the  evening  wind  came  slowly- 
Shaking  them  down. 

Along  the  path,  thick  moss  now  gave  a  silence 

Where  feet  had  rung  ; 
From  the  wood  edges,  once  so  trimmed  and  ordered, 

Eank  trails  had  sprung. 

There  at  the  end,  stood  the  familiar  arbour, 

But  its  closed  door 
No  longer  gave  the  old-remembered  welcome 

I  knew  before. 

I  entered  fearful,  my  step'^  echoed  loudly. 

Things  fled  away, 
The  cobwebs'  thickening  veil  across  the  window 

Turned  the  light  grey. 

And  there,  dust-covered,  lay  net,  posts  and  racquets, 

Mouldering  slow. 
Untouched  since  one  fate-heavy  August  evening, 

Ages  ago. 
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Verdun. 

PASSEEONT  PAS  !  "   As  light-beams  run  and  shine 
Along  white  bayonet  blades  in  quivering  flow, 
Fierce  voices  many  notes  roll  down  the  line. 

Weak,  gruff,  shrill-pitched  or  husky,  and  below 
Up  to  the  glacis  plunge  the  grey-blue  waves, 

Lashed  into  ragged  holes  that  gape  ?ud  run. 
But  ever  mount.     The  hot  machine  huiis  rave, 

They  falter,  break...     Once  more  the  work  is  done. 

Eed-eyed  and  filth-soaked,  glare  the  men  who  laid 
Their  humanness  aside  and  yet  became 
Not  animals,  but  Gods,  Avhom  Satan  flayed 
With  all  his  armoury  of  steel  and  flame  ; 

Seared,  smashed  and  scalded,  silent,  grim  as  fate, 
They  bind  their  wounds,  kill  vermin...  and  they  wait. 
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Wait  till  another  cry  bursts  from  parched  lips — 

*'  On  les  aura  !  "     We  have  them  now,  the  curs  ! 
Our  turn  to  chase.     In  our  hands  now  the  whips  !  " 

Line  after  line  pours  out.     The  splintered  firs 
Tremble  and  creak  as  cramped  men  thunder  on, 

And  guns,  French  guns,  roar  death,  and  their  foes  flinch, 
Giving  within  an  hour  the  ground  they  won 

Through  five  red  moons  and  yielded  inch  by  inch. 

Ah,  what  a  soil  to  give  such  mothers  corn  ! 

And  ah,  what  mothers  that  they  breed  such  men  ! 
From  earth  how  vibrant  must  the  race  be  born 

That  wage  her  battle  with  the  might  of  ten  ! 
Who  know,  loved  France,  that  through  their  death  in  thee 

Ea':'h  trampled  corse  "  fulfils  thy  destiny." 
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Pietl 


S.W.  Africa  1915-6. 
E.  Africa  1916-7. 


BUT  sixteen  years  have  passed  him  whom  we  knew 
As  hateful  *  Boojer  ',  *  AMiite- flag-crook',  '  Slim-ways,' 
We  have  forgotten  much  of  all  the  rue, 

And  pain  and  loss  and  shame  of  those  dark  days, 
But  he  remembered,  and  the  peaceful  j^ears 

Grew  richer  harvest  from  the  yielded  land. 
When  in  our  empty  anguish  and  black  fears, 

We  found  him  armed  and  ranged  at  our  right  hand. 

There  w^as  a  sacrifice,  and  now  we  prove 

No  sacrifice  is  lost,  and  those  brave  men 
Who  fight  because  we  made  them  slowly  love 

Our  name  and  race,  may  find  it  not  in  vain 
That  now  they  bled  for  us  and  grimly  paid, 

If  in  some  distant  day  they  stand  dismayed. 
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The  Wind's  Way. 


THE  June  wind  spread  through  the  beeches — 
To...  Fro. 
"  When  do  they  come  ?  "  said  the  beeches, 
"  Those  who  lay  under  our  shade  ; 
Laughing  and  feasting  must  fade 
With  Winter,  that  always  we  know, 
But  they  come  not  back  now  our  boughs  are  green  ?  " 
No....  No. 

The  wind  passed  over  the  river — 

Hush...  Hush. 

"  Our  way  is  bare  "  said  the  river, 

*'  Bare  of  youth's  voice  and  its  songs, 

Bare  of  gay  colours  and  throngs, 

And  those  who  slept  sound  by  our  rush  ; 

Do  they  choose  new  waters  for  talk  and  dream  ?  " 

Hush...  Hush. 

The  wind  bore  its  tears  through  the  garden — 

Bain...  Eain. 

*'  Where  are  my  loves  ?  "  said  the  garden, 

*'  Who  waited  with  eyes  shining  bright, 

Who  waited  for  maidens  each  night, 

Already  my  roses  are  slain  ; 

When  come  they  back  whom  I  loved  as  my  sons  ? 

And  the  wind  whispered  "  Never  again." 

And  the  trees  echoed — "  Never  again." 

July,  1915, 
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The  Fathers. 


WE  can  do  nought, 
Though  the  heart  bleeds, 
Time  holds  not  back, 
Nor  the  earth's  needs, 

Though  the  head  swim,  though  will  be  gone, 
Life  lingers  on. 

Nothing  save  life. 

And  dimly  through  the  pain. 

The  heart  beats  out — 

'  Never  again.' 

*  This  journey  has  no  end.'     It  beats  the  brain- 

'  Never  again.' 

Life  thunders  round, 
The  streets  and  sunlight  gleam, 
Shut  in  with  pain 
The  world  becomes  a  dream — 
Pain  always — table,  study,  bed- 
Now  he  is  dead. 

Old  days,  old  words. 

Flash  in  review. 

Things  we  scarce  thought 

Our  memory  knew. 

Roll  back,  twice  sad  to  us,  bereft. 

All  that  are  left. 
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Walks,  questions,  games, 

Childhood  and  youth, 

The  glamorous  joys 

That  circle  truth, 

Labour  and  mirth,  his  light  step  among  friends, 

And  now — all  ends. 

He  loved  the  land, 

The  stream  and  trees, 

The  haze-blue  hills — 

Lover  of  these. 

He  went  forth  simply  as  by  natural  right, 

Their  chosen  knight. 

"  His  cause  was  just," 

"  There  is  no  death," 

So  say  the  wise, 

But  we  have  breath. 

Grey  hairs,  spent  hopes,  and  years  ahead, 

We  are  not  dead. 

The  future's  hope 

We  built  alone  on  him, 

Whose  eyes  would  see 

Clear,  when  our  gaze  grew  dim. 

Whose  hand  would  guide  the  helm  and  set  the  sail. 

When  ours  should  fail. 

We  feel  so  old. 
We,  who  had  clung 
By  him  alone 
To  all  things  young  ; 
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Snapped  is  the  chain,  these  rusty  Hnks  declare 
Our  just  despair. 

We  can  do  nought, 

Though  the  heart  bleeds. 

Time  holds  not  back, 

Nor  the  earth's  needs. 

Though  the  head  swim,  though  will  is  gone, 

We  must  go  on. 
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Presage. 


WE  stood  and  watched  the  heat-haze  slowly  yield 
Before  the  glory  of  that  August  day, 
Down  the  wide  valleys,  over  tree  and  field. 

Into  the  distant  woods  it  stole  away  ; 
Birds  fluttered  in  the  hedges,  butterflies 

Floated  and  swerved  with  lazy,  lawless  flight, 
And,  as  if  parting,  Peace,  with  grief- filled  eyes, 
Kissed  the  bound  sheaves  with  aureoles  of  light. 

We  had  no  word  how  lame  and  sleepless  men 

Kept  hell  at  bay,  nor  thought  what  bloodstained  years 

Would  bruise  our  very  souls,  but  even  then. 
To  our  unseeing  eyes  there  rose  strange  tears. 

And  Beauty  caught  our  throats,  she  seemed  to  be 
An  outcast  now,  and  Love,  a  mockery. 

August  20th,  1914. 
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Recompense. 


THEOUGH  the  dark  centuries  of  wrong  and  ire, 
On  pretext  frenzied,  cunning  or  in  right, 
Eode  English  lungs  with  chivalry  and  squire,  ,:     ,^ 
Trampling  the  fields  of  France,  daring  her  might 
In  coat  of  mail,  buff-jerkin,  archor's  green, 

Red-coated,  hi;^h  of  shako,  feather-crowned. 
They  rushed  on  Gallic  legions,  fiercely  keen 
To  stamp  in  blood  their  seizure  of  her  ground. 

And  now  Fate's  mighty  pendulum  swings  back, 
The  ancient  order  and  the  law  unseen 

Call  out  our  blood  to  heal  the  past's  torn  track, 
A  sacrifice  that  hallows  what  has  been  ; 

Paid  tenfold  over  with  our  country's  blood. 
That  France's  cities  stand,  her  orchards  bud. 
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*  Mary-Annie."    The  Dug-Outs. 


CREEKS  and  lone  loharfs  saw  them  rot  and  flake  and  rusty 
Where  the  river  meets  the  ivave,  hy  the  deserts  dust, 
Where  the  mooring  ropes  are  frayed,  'neatJi  the  mangrove's  lee, 
Bound  the  hack  of  nowhere,  2)utting  out  to  sea. 

Lumbering  over  blue  waves,  rolling  in  the  grey, 
Mines  and  shoals  and  U-boats  blocking  up  the  way, 
Grumbling  that  they  took  her  from  her  bed  of  mud — 
Mary  Ann,  the  tramper,  built  before  the  flood. 

Tucked  away  in  tropic  ports  where  the  sunfish  plays, 
Drawing  old-age  pension,  dreaming  of  old  days, 
*  Not  worth  her  repairing  bill,'  '  off  the  shipping  list,' 
Put  to  bed  for  good  and  all,  never  to  be  missed. 

Bhnking  through  the  sunshine  at  the  spit  and  flash 
Where  the  great  white  liners  speed  out  proud  and  brash, 
Listening  to  the  cheering,  chewing  memory's  cud, 
Lay  old  Mary  Annie,  built  before  the  flood. 

Then  just  Uke  a  cat's  paw,  ruffling  from  afar. 
Suddenly  and  first  of  storm,  came  the  talk  of  war, 
Were'nt  they  jumpy  when  they  saw  from  the  half-armed  fort 
Liner,  trawler,  merchantman,  racing  into  port. 

In  and  out  they  ran  and  dodged  o'er  the  mine-strewn  main, 
Never  funked  it,  never  flinched,  or  never  came  again  ; 
What  was  that  to  Mary  Ann,  rotting  where  she  stood, 
Old  broke  tramper  Annie,  built  before  the  flood  ? 
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Suddenly  a  day  l^rought,  voices,  clanking  tread, 
Scurrying  the  rats  away,  through  the  s])iders'  thread, 
People  came  and  felt  her  pulse,  prodded  her  about. 
Hummed  and  hawed  and  argified  till  the  stars  came  out. 

Hear  the  hammers  ringing  !  Hear  the  liquid  aii* 
Hissing  round  her  engine  room,  round  her  steering-gear  ! 
Till  she  whirled  inside  her  head,  till  sh^  burst  in  bud. 
Poor  old  Marv  Annie   built  before  the  tlood  i 

How  she  groaned  and  yapped  and  shrieked  when  they  worked 

her  out, 
All  the  doctor's  list  she  had,  cramp,  rheumatics,  gout, 
Trailing  half  a  mile  of  weed,  churning  up  the  slime. 
Underneath  her  paint  and  rust,  she'd  them  all  the  time. 

Then  she  sniffed  the  open  sea,  felt  the  old  delight. 
Bent  and  bucked  like  days  of  old,  meeting  spite  with  spite, 
Slow,  but  plaguey  cunning,  grinning  at  the  scud. 
Limped  old  Mary  Annie,  built  before  the  flood. 

Port  to  port  she  carried  on,  corn  and  steel  and  meat, 
Till  there  tore  across  the  waves,  silent,  silver,  fleet, 
Devil's  gift  from  devil's  craft,  like  a  snake  aware. 
Striking  in  the  grey-green  dawn  just  off  Finisterre. 

Then  her  old  heart  livened  up,  then  she  pumped  her  lead, 
Gave  'em  several  kinds  of  hell  till  they  ducked  their  head, 
Leaking  hke  a  fishing  net,  swilling  down  with  blood, 
Came  to  port  old  Mar}-  Ann,  built  before  the  flood. 
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She  and  hundreds  Hke  her,  Durban,  Auckland,  Clyde, 
'Nother  little  'no  account '  they  had  set  aside. 
Patched,  re-engined,  scraped  and  cleaned,mounted  with  a  gun, 
Trotted  out  from  God  knows  where,but  they  corpsed  the  Hun. 

Left  him  whacked  and  wondering,  to  be  taught  at  length, 
Life's  not  just  a  scheduled  list,  worked  out  to  the  N'th, 
Mary  Ann  was  written  off,  called  a  hopeless  *  dud,' 
Mary  Ann  saved  England,  built  before  the  flood. 

Creeks  and  lone  wharfs  saw  them,  rot  and  flake  and  rust, 
Where  the  river  meets  the  wave,  hy  the  desert's  dust, 
Where  the  mooring  ropes  are  frayed,  'neath  the  mangrove's  lee, 
Bound  the  hack  oj  nowhere,  putting  out  to  sea. 
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Wander-Chanty. 


OUT  and  away,  for  we're  turning  slowly,  turning, 
The  hill's  wlieeling  round  to  where  the  wharf  should  be 
Is  it  outward  or  back  that  your  heart  is  yearning,  yearning, 
To  the  rumble  of  the  city  or  the  roaring  of  the  sea  ? 

Here's  to  what  has  been!  Here's  to  what  may  he! 
The  future!  The  future!  And  all  that  it  can  hold — 
The  love  and  the  comrade,  the  struggle  and  the  treasure! 
And  here's  the  Venture.' Spirit  that  sends  ns  out  for  gold! 

Outward  we  dip,  along  the  grey,  grey  Channel, 
Gulls  off  our  wake  and  the  smoke  a'trailing  black, 
Round  Ushant  Lighthouse.     See  the  great  waves  breaking  ! 
When  shall  we  sight  it  with  our  prow  turned  back  ? 

Steady  at  the  keel,  with  blue  seas  all  round  us 
Cool  below  the  awning  with  the  new-found  friend, 
Life  dies  to  dreaming,  talk  and  careless  laughter, 
Nearly  we  forget  it  can  ever  have  an  end. 

Only  in  the  night-time,  waking  to  the  darkness, 
Tln'ough  the  whispering  waters  and  the  engines'  beat, 
Suddenly  the  future  lays  its  hand  upon  us. 
Comes  and  stands  above  us  with  the  spectre  of  defeat. 

Harbour  after  harbour,  sees  us  making  merry, 
Merrier  in  each  as  the  finish  opens  plain. 
Fill  the  glasses  deeper  !  Hold  the  maiden  closer  ! 
Draw  in  deep  the  pleasure,  lest  it  never  come  again  ! 
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"  There's  the  land  !  "  they  tell  us,  drawing  near  and  nearer, 
"  That's  the  harbour  headland  !  "  Now  she's  tied  and  in, 
Shore-folk  throng  aboard  her,  all  her  cares  are  over, 
Ending  with  the  moment  when  our  own  begin. 

Here's  to  ichat  has  been!  Here's  to  what  may  he! 
The  future !  Thefutnre!  And  all  that  it  can  hold — 
The  love  and  the  comrade,  the  struggle  and  the  treasure  I 
And  here's  the  Venture- Sjnrit  that  sends  us  out  for  gold. 
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Ballade  of  British  Poetry. 

IS  it  the  changeful  airs  and  misty  ways 
Or  the  great  glory  of  the  encircling  sea, 
Or  a  vast  brooding  spiiit-life  that  sta3'S 

About  the  land,  our  birthright  left  in  fee 
By  splendid  hearts  who  rest  neath  wave  and  tre. , 

The  wise,  the  graceful,  the  well-skilled,  the  strong, 
That  whisper  to  some  soul  eternally 
Our  legacy  of  joy  and  noble  song  ? 

Did  it  creep  in  through  those  dim  cloister-days 

And  flush  the  cheek  ot  long-gowned  Chaucer,  tree 
Shakespeare,  the  sun  of  song,  to  shed  his  rays 

Cloudless  and  golden  for  all  time  to  be. 
Tread  the  steep  heights  to  man's  divinity 

With  sightless  Milton,  or  cast  flowers  among 
The  Tudor  Queen's  great  lyric  company, 

Our  legacy  of  joy  and  noble  song  ? 

A  hundred  echoes,  alien  classic  lays. 

Sounded  a  hundred  years  false  melody, 
But  the  sweet  whisper  waited  but  to  raise 

New  holiness  with  Blake,  a  blossomed  lea 
Where  fluted  Keats  and  in  w^ild  ecstasy, 

Called  Shelley  on  the  stars  to  hear  hfe  s  wrong. 
Swung  Thompson's  incense  through  strange  mystery  : 

Our  legacy  of  joy  and  noble  song. 

Envoi 

Nations,  who  slight  our  art,  thus  question  we  ! 

Search  well  for  answer  though  ye  search  for  long, 
Who  has  such  jewel  for  all  eternity. 

Our  legacy  of  joy  and  noble  song  ? 


The  Sea-Pedlar. 


(^i  ATHER  near  !  I  bring  again 
X     Treasures  from  the  Spanish  Main, 
Ladies  !  Fair  Ladies  ! 
Feathers  blue  as  summer  skies, 
Fans  from  birds  o'  Paradise, 
Sables  soft  that  match  the  eyes 
Of  Cadiz  !  Of  Cadiz  ! 

They're  for  wives  and  sweethearts  too, 
Those  luhose  loves  are  ever  true, 
And  those  ivhose  hearts  are  breaking. 
Count  my  wonders  'passing  rare, 
Made  for  breast  or  tresses  wear, 
And  joys  for  your  lovemaking ! 

I  have  golden  chains  to  deck 
Many  a  laughing  maiden's  neck, 
A  Maiden  !  Fair  Maiden  ! 
Pearls  from  mermaids'  hidden  stores, 
Corals  cast  on  foamy  shores, 
Opals  where  the  sunlight  pours 
Fire-laden  !  Fire-laden  ! 

Buy  them,  buy  them,  ere  I  go  ! 
Silken  broider,  satin  bow, 
And  laces  !  Fine  laces  : 
Tassels  red  and  kerchiefs  white. 
Ruffs  that  fairies  made  at  night, 
Choose  your  lack  till  joy  make  bright 
Your  faces  !  Your  faces  ! 
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They're  for  loives  and  sweethearts  too, 
Those  whose  loves  are  ever  true, 
And  those  whose  hearts  are  breaking. 
Count  my  wonders  passing  rare, 
Made  for  breast  or  tresses  wear, 
And  joys  for  your  lovem<iking. 
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L'Avenir. 


TO-NIGHT,  all  the  dark  is  a'stir  with  a  ncent  of  green, 
fresh,  budding  things, 
And  a  wind  flutters  through  the  young  leaves  till  they  move 
With  a  quiver  of  wings. 

The  Crocus'  torches  have  broken  in  fire,  the  Almond  blooms 

fall  at  my  feet, 
Moved  in  ridges  and  clustered  again  by  a  breeze 
That  blows  virgin  and  sweet. 

The  sense  of  fulfilment  has  come,  Nature's    bridal  makes 

joyous  each  tree. 
Her  lips  and  her  lovers'  have  met  and  grown  warm 
As  the  roses  to  be. 

And  high  up  above  as  the  star-flowers  break  forth  upon 

heaven's  dark  land, 
I  see  that  a  Winter  is  passing  to  Spring  with  a  promise 
Far  gi'eater  at  hand. 


34 


The  Moor. 

OUT  beyond  man's  range  and  narrow  glances, 
Further  than  his  art  can  tind  a  way, 
Where  the  haze  ot  shimmering  wonder  dances, 

There  the  Moorland  Spirit  holdeth  sway  ; 
Deep  in  sombre  dreams  he  lies  eluding 

Age  on  age  that  pass  nor  break  his  rest, 
At  his  feet  the  hres  of  earth  are  brooding, 
All  the  winds  make  music  round  his  crest. 

Age  on  age  goos  by,  the  Air,  his  mother, 

Keeps  eternal  vigil  at  his  bed. 
Laying  changeful  cloak  and  coloured  cover, 

Smoothing  tresses  round  the  slumbering  head  ; 
Age  on  age,  the  Sea,  his  restless  lover, 

Stretches  her  white  hands  and  cries  aloud. 
Calls  his  name  to  con  lines  high  above  her  : 

Warden  cliff  >  that  make  for  him  a  shroud. 

Ah,  the  Mother-token,  ne'er  forgetting. 

Lays  him  offering  from  her  bounteous  wing. 
Comes  and  sings  her  hope  and  credence,  letting 

Fall  the  rich  green  mantle  of  her  spring, 
Fall  her  summer's  purple  robe  of  wonder, 

Swift  to  burn  in  autumn's  rite  of  flame. 
Till  by  winter's  snowilakes  buried  under. 

Deep  he  lies  who  heedeth  not  his  name. 

All  the  day  she  tends  him  as  a  garden, 

Where  her  moods  spring  up  and  pass  away — 

Gloom- filled  hollows  if  her  eyes  should  harden. 
Gold  and  azure  if  her  smile  be  gay  ; 
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Valley-darkness  keeps  her  frown,  reflected, 
Quick  cloud-shadows  trace  her  passing  fears, 

And  the  silver  streams  are  but  neglected 
Ways  where  shine  her  heavy  hours  of  tears. 

Man  goes  by  unnoticed.     Isolation 

Kings  him  round,  and  he  shall  find  no  ease, 
Through  the  wild  bleak  waves  o^  desolation 

He  shall  fare  as  fare  the  storm-bowed  trees  ; 
Mists  of  Spirit-breath  shall  rise  and  sing  him 

All  the  power  and  grandeur  that  lies  dumb, 
Till  his  heart  grow  faint  and  cold  within  him, 

Till  he  knows  the  things  that  are  to  come. 

When  the  Sleeper  wakes  with  voice  of  thunder, 

When  he  sets  the  crown  upon  his  head, 
When  the  earth  shall  heave  and  roll  asunder. 

Sweeping  as  a  torrent  down  its  bed  ; 
When  with  earthquake  all  the  land  is  stricken 

By  the  deathly  spears  of  lawless  reign, 
Ere  the  guiding  voice  of  Heaven  quicken 

To  the  word  that  stills  his  earth  again. 

To  the  word  that  bears  a  rest  eternal, 

Bringing  back  the  Great  Ones  into  peace, 
When  the  Earth  shall  know  not  labour  vernal, 

And  the  Sea's  long  lamentation  cease. 
Until  Fires  die  back  into  their  essence, 

Till  no  wind  shall  fret  the  Air  above, 
And  all  that  was  the  World  be  one  quiescence, 

And  all  that  was  of  man  be  one  with  Love. 
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The  Muffin  Man. 


OUT  of  the  thin,  white  fog  the  houses  loom 
Monstrou^^,  forbidding,  vast,  in  the  great  square, 
Grey  steps,  grey  stones,  grey  walls,  whose  windows  stare 
With  hostile  blankness  through  the  gathering  gloom. 

Behind  high  railings,  all  their  leafage  shed, 
The  central  garden's  shrubbery  and  trees 
Are  silvered  with  the  mists  that  fall  and  freeze. 
As  tangled  locks  about  some  old  man's  head. 

Heavy,  unbroken  silence,  Sabbath  rest  ; 
No  footstep,  sound  of  wheel  or  window-hght, 
The  fog  grows  dingier  with  the  early  night. 
And  then,  far-off,  from  somewhere  in  the  west, 

Bell  ringing,  tray  on  head,  down  the  grey  street — 
Ting-ting  !  Ting-ting  !  Ting-ting  !  He  hurries  fast. 
And  for  an  instant  all  the  gloom  has  past. 
Warmth,  light  and  comfort  follow  his  quick  feet. 
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Outside. 


THBOUGH  the  dark  night  a  never-ceasing  murmur, 
Whisper  of  streamlet  running  through  the  valley, 
Saying,  *'I  hasten.     Listen,  I  must  hasten, 
Cascade  and  gurgle  !  " 

Then  among  the  rose-leaves,  round  my  cottage  window, 
Pattering  and  rustling,  falling  fast  and  faster, 
Down  came  the  rainstorm,  till  its  rush  of  fury 
Splashed  and  resounded. 

Slowly  it  lessened,  then  once  more  the  river 
Lifted  its  chiming,  eddying  and  trickle, 
And  the  notes  mingled,  tinkling  and  laughing, 
Bubble  and  raindrop. 
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Carillion. 


ALL  the  night.     Hear  the  chime, 
Break  the  stillness  when  the  time 
Comes  round.     Comes  round. 
All  the  night,     Falls  not  sleep, 
Waiting,  waiting  till  the  deep 
Hours  sound.     Hours  sound. 
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London  Nocturne. 


rpHROUGH  dull  silver  in  the  cloud-rifts, 
JL     Swims  the  moon, 
tip  the  dry  deserted  highway 
The  wind's  tune 
Seems  to  drive  the  shadows 
And  the  light 

Through  wide-angled  dances 
Down  the  night. 

Over  roofs,  the  smoke  blows  phantom 

Figure- fives, 

Bends  and  writhes  about  the  chimneys, 

Spreads  and  dives  ; 

Lost  awhile  in  eaves  and  slating. 

Then  again. 

Struggling  like  some  half-freed  spirit 

In  its  pain. 

Loud  or  low,  as  the  wind  chooses, 

Shrills  the  wild 

Long-drawn  plaint  of  feline  wailing 

Like  a  child  ; 

Through  the  mesh  of  wires,  each  fresh  gust 

Twangs  and  hums, 

And  with  cheeks  grown  grey  by  watching, 

Morning  comes. 
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The  Orchard. 


RED  and  gold,  tlirough  noonday  shadows  burning. 
Weave  the  earth  a  tapestry,  unrolled 
From  a  loom  of  boughs,  where  fruits  are  turning 
Red  and  gold. 

All  of  Summer's  passion  uncontrolled, 

All  of  Maiden  Spring's  deep-hidden  yearning 
Fill  with  honied  heat  the  grass-grown  mould. 

Here  to  lie,  is  peace  and  rapture,  learning 

Sunbeams'  fickle  dance  that  eyes  scarce  hold — 

Only,  through  a  flashing  w^eb  discerning 
Red  and  gold. 
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Autumn  Song. 


LEAVES  dancing  by,  a'rustle  in  the  wind, 
'  What  do  they  whisper  to  tlie  wintry  sky  ?  ' 
So  asks  November,  issuing  forth  to  find 
Leaves  dancing  by. 

Is  their's  the  masque  of  those  about  to  die 

Who  sport  with  Earth  a  httle,  and  resigned, 
Waste  not  their  precious  hours  in  misery  ? 

They  flutter,  whirl  and  froHc,  and  their  kind 
Fall  in  gold  showers  to  join  the  revelry  : 

A  ghost  of  Summer's  joyance,  hid  behind 
Leaves  dancing  by. 
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The  Garden. 


THE  air  grows  chill,  short  breaths  of  breeze 
Spring  into  Hfe  and  shake  the  grass, 
The  rank  flowers  quiver  as  they  pass 
Circling  around  the  silent  trees. 

The  sun  sinks  down  in  vengeful  ire, 
And  with  last  rays  of  glowing  red, 
Flashes  across  the  melon  bed. 
Filling  green  leaves  with  fruits  of  fire. 

All  down  the  narrow,  stone-set  way 
The  weeds  grow  up,  the  paving  flakes  ; 
And  as  the  darkness  falls,  two  snakes 
Glide  out  and  twist  in  amorous  play. 
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Vanished, 


Ascent  of  ripening  fruit  clung  warm  and  heavy 
About  the  glade, 
From  its  green  shadows  large  white  blooms  stared  blankly, 
As  if  afraid. 

The  sunlight  glinting  through  the  sombre  foliage 
Struck  here  and  there, 
Gilding  a  broken  honeycomb  and  berries, 
Strewn  everywhere. 

Upon  the  earth  a  bed  of  shrivelled  bracken, 
Dank  as  with  rain, 

Showed  clear  and  deep  the  body's  twisted  impress 
Where  he  had  lain. 

Through  the  hot  noonday,  piping  to  his  shadow 
By  wood  and  hill, 

He  had  sped  dancing,  yet  his  baleful  spirit 
Lingered  there  still. 
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Worship. 


THE  bells  are  clanging  through  the  evening  air- 
Come,  people,  come  !  Come,  people,  come  ! 
In  the  wide  streets  all  other  sounds  are  dumb, 
The  church's  voice  stills  the  loud  thoroughfare. 

With  stately  step,  devout  and  moving  slow, 
They  follow  on.     Each  follo\^'s  on. 
Engulfed  by  the  great  door  till  all  have  gone. 
A  long  hush  falls.     Far-of^",  a  voice  speaks  low. 

Out  through  green  ways  that  open  from  the  town, 
Go  man  and  maid.     Man,  with  his  maid. 
Down  the  still  twilight,  full  of  scented  shade 
And  cooling  leaves,  they  pass  and  sit  them  down. 

In  the  clear  gold  above,  small  clouds  abide, 
Wandered  to  rest.     Tired  to  glad  rest. 
All  life  unites  where  life  but  pleases  best, 
Earth's  longing  is  fulfilled  and  satisfied. 

I,. only,  hasting  blindly  for  release 
From  loneliness.     Long  loneliness. 
Cry  for  an  unknown  lover  who  shall  bless. 
Cry  for  an  unknown  God  to  give  me  peace. 
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Afternoon. 

IN  a  field  of  bright  green  barley,  where  the  glance 
Catches  all  the  Summer's  magic,  is  the  dance 
Where  the  butterflies  sail  over 
From  the  moorland's  heath  and  clover 
Drifting  to  and  fro  in  patterns 
Scrolled  by  chance. 

On  the  thin  sun-heated  tassels  they  alight 
For  a  moment,  pause  and  open  wingr.  of  white, 
Then  they  flutter,  meet,  coquetting. 
Passing  onward,  unregretting, 
Unregretted,  and  as  quickly 
Lost  to  sight. 

For  a  moment  there  are  hundreds,  flying  on, 
High  in  fragile  pirouetting,  then  anon, 
When  the  eyes  return  from  straying, 
Back  once  more  to  their  hght  playing :, 
Back  to  watch  their  silent  revel... 
All  are  gone. 
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Revival. 


LONG  days  of  drought, 
Long  days  of  steady  sun, 
Leaving  the  hours  of  dusk 
Heated  and  airless, 
The  nights 

Closed  in  oppressive  murk 
And  at  dawn  once  more — 
Sun. 

All  the  earth  blistered, 
Leaves  sullen  green, 
Grasses  burned  yellow, 
And  in  every  place 
Dust. 

Thick,  choking  dust, 
Eising  and  flowing 
With  wheel  and  footstep. 
Dust  ! 

Eyes,  mouth  and  senses. 
Hateful  with  dust. 
Dust  off  the  highroad, 
From  the  stubble  fields, 
Out  of  blanched  hedges. 
Dust! 

Flowers  droop,  wan  and  white, 
Feet,  fingers,  forehead. 
Dry  and  grow  foul  with  it, 
Ruts  and  bare  earth 
Carved  by  some  byegone  season 
When  water  was, 


47 


Crumble  and  powder 

In  grey,  line  dust, 

And  under  the  wing  of  heat, 

Breathless,  intolerable, 

Life  drifts, 

Blind, 

Gasping, 

On  and  still  on  . . .  and  on. 

Sound  in  the  night, 

Soft  as  the  murmur 

Of  restless  rivers 

Among  the  trees, 

And  suddenly 

A  puff  of  air. 

Cool,  dehcious. 

Growing  and  repeating,  j 

Till  all  the  dark  I 

Is  sweet  with  it,  ^ 

Then, 

A  low  steady  threshing... 

Bain !  , 

Cold  joy  about  his  heart,  ^ 

The  waker  listens, 

Hearing  all  earth  revive. 

Lift  up  its  mouth  and  drink ; 

A  million  burning  throats 

Absorbing, 

While  the  water  runs, 

Sucked  by  the  Hsping  trees, 

By  roofs,  roads,  hedges,  insects, 

As  it  falls  and  flows... 
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The  morning  comes  grey, 

Wonderful  greyness  ! 

Eest,  and  a  chill  long-dreamed, 

Roads  dark  and  placid, 

Green  showing  in  burnt  grass, 

Hedgeblooms  uplifted. 

And  more  fair  than  all. 

The  crystal  attar  of  renewal, 

Bright  on  the  roses'  rain-chilled  petals, 

Sweet  as  joy's  tears 

On  the  cool  cheek  of  Nature, 

Weeping  and  welcoming 

Her  love,  the  Rain. 
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R  Church  Window. 


LABOUR  and  longing  pass  not  through  this  way, 
Nor  comes  desire  nor  any  kind  of  hate, 
But  from  chill  dawn  until  the  end  of  day 
Falls  a  great  light  on  these  who  mediate — 

These  tranquil  saints,  compassionate  and  sad, 
With  whom  God's  spirit  seems  to  stay  its  flow, 

Since  they  draw  pity  from  above  and  add 

The  pain  that  drifts  from  human  prayers  below. 

Their  radiance  falls  in  many-coloured  bands, 
Long  shafts  and  tinted  pools  of  gold  and  red, 

A  mist  of  sapphire  on  uplifted  hands, 

A  beryl  sheen  across  some  downcast  head, 

As  if  those  gentle  figures  shed  the  light 
In  scattered  largesse,  God's  Own  Almoners, 

Who  glow  and  darken  in  mysterious  rite 
Till  peace  descends  among  the  worshippers. 

Here  like  emotions  in  the  Church's  heart, 
The  colours  wander  round  their  leaden  bars, 

And  glory  with  the  noonday  has  its  part. 
And  love  creeps  in  to  gladden  with  the  stars. 

Aloof  and  calm,  their  peaceful  vision  scans 
To  unimagined  realms  where  none  have  trod  ; 

That  know  the  fret  and  turmoil  that  are  man's. 
They  know  the  rest  and  perfectness  of  God. 
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Our  Lady  of  Compassion. 

I 

LAY  down  thy  dinted  shield  and  ail  thy  striving, 
Kneel  down  and  lift  thy  face  to  see  her  face, 
Leave  the  world's  wrath  and  care  and  unforgiving, 
For  this  eternal  grace. 

II 

I  cried  for  rest  from  the  salt  surge  embittering 
That  breaks  from  mind  to  mind,  from  life  to  life, 

I  wearied  of  all  things,  the  strange,  the  glittering  : 
Earth's  willow -wisps  to  strife. 

Ill 

Onward  I  fared,  and  always  life  was  weary. 
Always  night  came,  but  never  brought  repose. 

Thought  gave  no  comfort,  acts  were  harsh  or  dreary, 
The  sport  of  fate  and  foes, 

IV 

I  buffeted  and  shouldered  mid  the  laughter 
Of  folk  swift-hasting  from  the  fear  of  thought 

Of  age  and  death  and  all  that  unknown  after, 
When  they  were  come  to  nought. 

V 

Dim-eyed,  yet  sleepless,  driven  nigh  to  madness 
With  the  fierce  onset  of  life's  hundred  cares, 

Or  felt  exhausted  in  a  twilight  sadness 
Where  the  blank  future  stares, 
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VI 

I  asked  is  there  one  thing  that  will  not  crumble, 
Grow  dust  like  passion  or  turn  gall  like  wine  ? 

My  soul  has  wept,  mj^  pride  has  passed,  and  humble, 
I  knelt  to  wait  some  sign. 

VII 

And  then  I  saw  her,  tender  as  the  mother 
Of  all  that  suffers,  every  heart  that  bleeds. 

Stretching  her  holy  hands  for  each  and  other, 
Knowing  their  inmost  needs. 

VIII 

Her  eyes,  those  eyes  of  everlong  compassion, 

Looked  into  mine,  "  What  trouble  hast,  my  son  ? 

*  Tell  me  thy  woe,  thy  weariness,  thy  passion, 

*  All  things  undone  and  done. 

IX 

*  See  !  I  am  here,  I  know,  for  I  am  Pity, 

'  Only  divine  in  that  I  shall  not  cease, 

*  I  know  the  misery  of  field  and  city, 

'  That  cry  for  love  and  peace." 

X 

There,  in  her  eyes,  lay  all  divine  forgiving. 
Eyes  of  the  Christ  she  bore  to  mortal  earth, 

There,  the  unending  love  for  all  things  Uving 
She  gave  her  child  with  birth. 

XI 

She  laid  her  hand  upon  me,  quickening,  vernal, 

"  Wait  and  have  faith  !  "  she  said,  (my  lips  were  dumb,) 
*'  If  through  that  pain  which  makes  thy  soul  eternal, 
Thou  callest,  I  shall  come." 
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I 


Before  a  Monument. 

In  an  Antichapel. 


N  Memory  of  the  body  of  Sir  Edmund Kuight 

Who  yielded  up  the  spirit  MCCCXXVII  

Also  of  Philippa  his  wife 


How  still  they  rest. 
In  the  cold  light  their  graven  features  seem 

More  dead  thnn  death, 
Which  leaves  of  them  beneath 
A  little  dust  whose  atoms  sometime  held 

Their  souls  suppressed. 

Crusade  and  victory  are  won, 
And  Death,  the  stricken  Infidel, 

Yields  up  the  Cross  ; 
She  shall  emboss 
With  flowers  of  loving  that  her  life  knew  well 

The  eternal  tapestry. 

More  fit  it  were 
To  leave  an  empty  lamp,  a  barren  space. 

Roll  back  the  stone 
Showing  that  all  has  gone, 
All  spirit  left  its  transient  resting-place 

In  this  poor  earth. 
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I.  M. 


SHE  laid  life  down, 
Waited  and  met  Death  quietly 
In  perfect  faith, 
With  an  old-day  simplicity ; 
For  her  it  seemed  that  God 
Drew  back  the  veil, 
Showing  the  path  she  trod. 

The  path  to  peace — 

That  opened  from  the  dark  and  pain's  relief 

Life  ivas  for  this, 

This  only,  her  belief... 

And  as  Earth's  vanities 

Grew  dim  with  years,  she  knew 

That  it  was  true. 

Thus  the  soul  passed 

Out  of  the  troubled  clay  to  the  Great  Light, 

There  was  no  fear, 

No  anguish  with  its  flight, 

Love  only,  with  her  came 

To  rest ;  God  grant 

My  end  may  be  the  same ! 
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Transcendence. 

HE  crouches,  head  in  hand,  on  the  wet  seat, 
And  from  the  Thames  the  boisterous  Autumn  wind 
Whirls  rain  and  yellow  leaves  in  frantic  gusts 
On  his  thin  coat A  satire  of  mankind. 

Brute  animals  may  die  but  never  rot 
With  drink  and  drug  and  self-inflicted  shame, 
They  may  shed  courage,  yet  some  purpose  lasts, 
Some  instinct  preservation  of  their  frame. 

But  this  :  a  fragment  the  Creator  gave 
Charge  of  his  earth  and  all  that  there  has  breath, 
Huddles  his  mouldering  atoms,  senseless,  blind, 
A  state  more  world-encumbering  than  death. 

Yet  of  the  Spirit  ?  The  deep  sense  divine, 

The  flash  called  God  which  all  that  lives  must  keep, 

Did  it  find  prison  walls  too  strong  to  break 

Or  ground  too  sterile  that  it  sank  to  sleep  ? 

For  somewhere  in  that  decomposing  hulk 
That  waits  the  grave  as  scarcely-added  taint, 
Lies  the  spark  incorruptible  that  makes 
The  leavening  power  alike  in  thief  and  saint. 

For  all  flesh  putrifies  and  crumbles  down 
To  gas  or  dust,  this,  and  the  holiest  man 
Are  one  in  matter,  one  in  time  and  form — 
Hercules,  Venus,  stunted  Caliban. 
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The  lovely  limbs  may  build  a  factory  wall, 
Those  plenteous  veins  enrich  some  creeping  thing, 
Nought  lost,  nought  added,  is  the  order's  rule. 
And  yet  it  binds  not  soul  that  takes  its  Aving, 

Free  of  dimension  into  that  great  whole 
Where  all  its  kindred  sparks  come  homing  back, 
Their  work  accomplished,  earthly  dust  reclaimed. 
Some  clay  made  glorious  to  mark  their  track. 

Why  then  this  strange  creation  and  dark  fall 
Out  of  perfection,  scattered  into  life  ? 
Why  does  Eternal  Godhead  set  a  task 
Unto  Itself,  creating  stress  and  strife  ? 

That  all  its  atoms  should  speed  forth  and  cleanse 
Ignoble  clay  and  undeveloped  brain  ? 
What  hidden  glory  lies  in  germ  or  cell, 
That  self-fulfilled,  returns  to  it  again  ? 

* 

There  seems  no  answer,  yet  a  misty  ray  V 

Pierces  the  mind  when  many  thoughts  are  done, 

As  through  some  cobwebbed  casement,  dark  with  grime, 

A  brighter  glow  betokens  rise  of  sun. 

That  the  Perennial  power  in  perfect  poise 
Lacked  yet  one  thing — Eternal  Consciousness — 
A  cosmic  mirror,  held  aloof  to  make 
God's  heart  aware  of  His  Own  Perfectness. 
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And  all  the  worlds  and  systems  and  dim  stars 
Are  but  the  severed  fragments  of  this  glass, 
Set  out  by  Ood  that  He  may  know  Himself, 
Whose  work  completed  do  but  fade  and  pass, 

By  slow  degrees  back  into  His  Own  Life, 
Brought  toilfully  by  souls  as  come  the  bees, 
Bearing  at  night  the  labours  of  each  day  : 
The  little  beauty  of  the  earth's  increase. 

Till  there  is  nought  save  attar  of  the  flower. 
And  nought  save  perfect  spirit  of  the  clay. 
And  God,  made  conscious,  now  is  unified. 
And  in  Transcendence,  all  has  passed  away. 

And  that  poor  rainsoaked  outcast  on  the  seat 
Works  for  God's  purpose  while  he  toils  with  fate, 
His  very  sin  a  most  high  sacrifice, 
For  God  Himself  to  come  to  higher  state. 

Where  from  the  perfect  Being,  satisfied 
Unto  Itself :  High  Godliness  that  swam 
Complete,  quiescent  in  Eternity, 
Grew  with  reflection  the  supreme  *  I  Am.' 

A  power  that  even  He  gained  out  of  stress, 
Coming  to  birth  through  His  own  sacrifice 
To  live  anew  in  perfect  consciousness, 
Becoming  by  what  we  hold  evil,  wise. 

Yet  seeing  such  must  be  at  one  again, 
One,  perfect  as  Himself,  drawn  back  to  rest : 
And  so  He  pours  His  Spirit  ever  forth, 
Calling  back  all  he  gave  to  be  re-blest. 
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Wherefore  is  matter  holy,  and  its  state 

Of  pain  and  strife,  a  holy  wandering, 

As  knightly  souls  fare  forth  through  evil  ways, 

To  bring  back  further  glory  to  their  King. 
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Subconscious. 


TO  our  deep  laden  nhip  of  thoughts  it  shows 
As  Httle  rocks  and  islets,  scarcely  seen, 
Only  at  times  the  harassed  helmsman  knows     t^, 

That  under  the  dark  waves  that  spread  between, 
Lies  a  great  land  whose  peaks  alone  can  gain 

To  vision  in  the  air  of  conscious  things, 
As  sudden  beacons  to  his  weary  brain, 
More  sure  than  knowledge  or  imaginings. 

And  in  the  gloom,  uncertain  as  a  ghost, 
It  seems  an  unknown  pilot  hovers  near 

With  glance  more  quick  to  scan  the  hidden  coast 
Or  gauge  the  shoals  of  doubt  and  tides  of  fear. 

Bringing  Life's  three-decked  galleon,  sore  oppressed, 
Into  the  harbour  of  eternal  rest. 
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Freedom. 


NO  more  unending  toil  and  guiding  thought 
For  every  cell  and  moluciile  and  vein, 
Trouble  the  body,  through  long  aeons  taught, 
They  speed  unaided  for  the  common  gain  ; 
And  someday  time  will  come,  when  all  concern 

And  mother-labour  of  the  mind  shall  cease, 
Her  child,  the  body  will,  arising,  turn 

And  wield  his  sceptre  to  her  great  release. 

Then,  then  her  eyes  may  lift  to  see  the  light 
From  the  soul's  sun,  and  to  her  waking  ears 

The  incoherent  murmurs  of  the  night 
May  widen  to  the  music  of  the  spheres, 

And  she,  herself,  learn  once  again  to  be 
A  cell,  eternal,  in  Divinity. 
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The  Cup. 


AS  into  some  great  bowl  for  common  draught 
Each  guest  may  gladly  bring  a  separat(  wine, 
The  gift  of  his  essential  field  or  craft, 

Poured  out  that  strength  and  sweetness  may  combine 
So  let  us  lay  the  treasures  of  our  brain 

On  some  great  brooding  deep,  beheld  by  none. 
Yet  ever  stirring,  till  it  yields  again 

A  sweet  refreshment,  caught  by  every  one. 

And  what  we  take  makes  joyous  all  our  life, 
And  what  we  give  enriches  that  which  gives, 

For  only  out  of  sacrifice  and  strife 
Comes  progress  to  the  soul  of  all  that  lives. 

Here  is  the  link  till  the  long  cycle  cease. 
That  makes  all  spirit  one  in  endless  peace. 
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Thought  Forms. 

MIND  is  a  king  who  in  the  mortal  range 
Of  earthly  states  can  wander  where  he  will, 
Betake  himself  to  thrones  or  make  his  change 

To  rags  or  men  of  war  or  men  of  skill, 
Or  men  of  law,  or  venture  on  far  seas, 

Gain  fame  or  gold  or  dwell  by  woods  or  lakes, 
Throwing  himself  in  each  strange  destiny, 
Which  only  his  good  pleasure  forms  or  breaks. 

And  it  may  be,  this  life  that  seems  so  blind, 
Is  but  some  caprice  of  our  real  soul. 

That  wills  to  be  ourself,  as  now  our  mind 
Dreams  or  imagines  states,  and  the  great  whole 

That  lies  beyond,  choosing  an  earthly  dress, 
Gives  by  its  thought  our  earthly  consciousness. 
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Genius. 


rp.HE  waters'-iaeet  is  here  of  Life's  two  streams: 
J_      Quick-glancing  Intuition,  flecked  with  light 
And  steady- llowing  Reason  who  unite 
In  one  clear  river,  where  though  merged,  each  seems 
Still  separate  and  free,  both  dual  and  one, 
To  strive  as  helpmates  for  an  Ocean  blest, 
Where  the  last  will  of  'prisoning  banks  be  done 
And  all  sad  things  fade  out  in  Truth's  great  rest. 

And  streams  that  pass  along  the  common  way 
Will  see  its  waters  flow  and  wonder  why 
Its  being  wakes  in  them  a  longing  keen 
Like  some  great  glory,  hovering  near  unseen, 
Not  knowing  where  God's  mystery  touches  clay, 
Lighting  the  soul  that  feels  its  ecstasy. 
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Emblems. 


F 


IROM  the  In-finite  Soul,  self-formed,  unbound, 
Save  by  the  order  of  Its  own  decree, 
Spring  forth  our  atoms  everlastingly 
To  fare  some  little  way,  then  circle  round 
Gaining  once  more  immortal  perfectness, 
Which  by  our  rythmic  course  eternally, 
Is  held  in  its  divine  stability, 
By  birth  no  greater  and  by  death  no  less. 

Then  comes  the  systole  ;  each  falls  to  Time, 
Takes  to  himself  the  heavy  load  of  birth. 
The  fettering  clay,  his  struggle  with  the  Earth 
Which  seeks  to  bind  him  for  its  daily  breath 
And  work  its  bidding,  ere  the  spirit  climb, 
Freed  from  Cohesion's  chain  by  wiser  Death. 

II 

AS  the  first  sounds  that  made  our  speech  were  taught 
One  to  another,  linking  brain  to  brain. 
Joining  our  minds  on  matter  to  be  wrought 
And  conquered  ere  we  pass  from  finite  pain. 
So  are  the  greater  symbols  that  unite 
The  ways  of  Earth  with  immortality, 
Translated  into  emblems  for  man's  sight 
From  earliest  days,  his  portion  constantly. 
They  change  with  the  moon's  silver  or  the  green 
Of  laughing  Spring  and  Autumn's  ruined  gold. 
As  night  turns  day  or  youth  of  fairy  mien 
Sets  to  grave  man,  and  man  grows  ever  old. 
Since  mortal  first  sought  bread,  these  as  now, 
The  Scythe,  the  Crook,  the  Hour  Glass  and  the  Plough. 
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The  Plough     Birth. 


BY  this  the  virgin  )hythm  of  the  soil 
Trembles,  and  wakened  with  a  magic  start 
Knows  the  fierce  penetration  and  the  spoil 

Of  sweet  fulfilment  gathered  at  her  heart. 
Who  first  gave  this,  gave  also  birth  to  Birth, 

Binding  a  sower  to  his  chariot  wheel, 
Mad  with  a  secret  longing  for  the  Earth, 

The  incense  oi  her  kiss  and  vibrant  feel, 
While  she,  with  that  strange  joy  of  woman,  loved, 

Waits  and  rejoices  for  her  hour  of  pride 
When  all  her  hidden  perf ectness  be  proved  ^. 

And  all  her  wonders  published  far  and  wide. 
In  cornfield's  stalwart  green,  in  white  buds  scent, 

The  opening  of  her  soul,  too  long  held  pent. 
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The  Hour  Glass — Time. 


IN  Time's  domain,  this  symbol  of  the  King- 
Carries  his  stern  decree  to  all  that  breathes, 
His  sombre  messenger  goes  threatening 

Alike  the  merry  child  or  grooving  wreathes 
That  joy  in  sunshine,  full  of  coloured  blooms  ; 

Alike  near  rapturous  bird  or  lambent  fish, 
In  summer  heaven  or  in  cool  depth  looms 

The  unrelenting  helot  of  his  wish. 
He  bursts  the  bud  to  see  the  petals  fall. 

He  swells  the  breast  to  bring  the  sterile  age, 
He  wastes  the  artist  at  the  half-built  wall. 

He  saps  the  poet  on  the  ink-stained  page, 
And  in  the  bitterest  mirth  and  irony, 

He  scatters  beauty  as  he  passes  by. 
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The  Crook — Unity. 


I^HE  Shepherd's  face  is  hidden,  but  the  flock 
Of  earthly  tilings  that  cannot  break  their  bond, 
Know  his  resistless  might,  how  his  touch  locks 

And  holds  them  stable  with  this  puissant  wand. 
His  will  can  bind  the  sands  or  loose  the  rock 

Or  pour  the  mountains  liquid  on  the  plain, 
Weave  the  chill  fogbank,  still  the  furious  shock 

Of  mighty  oceans,  not  to  rise  again. 
If  for  an  instant's  space  his  power  should  cease, 

Then  comes  the  wild  wolf  Chaos,  his  dread  foe, 
To  tear  all  things  apart  and  make  away 

With  every  form  and  unity  we  know. 
And  thus,  since  things  shall  keep  their  structure  came 

This  Shepherd  with  Cohesion  for  his  name. 
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The  Scythe — Death. 


WE  cannot  tell  if  he  be  friend  or  foe, 
Or  lifts  his  arm  in  cruelty  or  right,     * 
We  only  feel  the  racking  of  his  blow, 

Or  fear  the  flash  that  turns  our  day  to  night. 
We  see  the  stricken  beauty,  youth  laid  dead, 

The  woodland  rifled  of  its  golden  leaves, 
The  many-coloured  blooms  that  fade  or  spread 

Still  fragrant  in  the  mass  of  severed  sheaves. 
Setting  a  limit  on  our  weary  strife, 

He  comes  with  questioning  voice  our  souls  to  teat, 
If  they  be  free  or  ridden  clean  of  life 

Fit  to  return  to  their  transcendent  rest. 
Then  shall  we  pass  from  finite  things  once  more 

To  that  completeness  whence  we  sprang  before. 
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The  Phillida.  1918. 


YOU  come  to  flower  when  all  things  break, 
Be  you  not  broken  ! 
There  will  be  pain  and  the  heart  to  ache, 

Be  no  word  spoken, 
Forward  into  the  mist  of  years,  Faith  for  your  token  I 

Faith,  in  the  godlike  spirit  that  guides 

When  nought  is  certain. 
Faith,  in  eternal  tiuth  that  hides 

Beyond  death's  curtain. 
Faith,  in  what  lives  its  hfe  as  you, 

Nor  fears  Time's  hurting. 

Round  you,  as  on  some  mountain  shrine, 

Life's  winds  will  batter, 
Roaring  to  quench  the  light  divine 

Walled  in  your  matter  ; 
What  irks  it  if  a  few  bolts  start, 

A  few  stones  scatter  ? 

Behind  you  through  this  desert  Time 

The  past  amasses, 
A  trail  of  flowers  or  trail  of  slime 

Marks  where  each  passes, 
And  the  years  see  for  ever  stored 

The  thorns  or  grasses. 

Three  signs  alone  in  the  dark  night — 

Truth,  Beauty,  Stress, 
Can  give  your  soul  the  further  light 
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And  consciousness  ; 
Labour,  for  Truth,  for  Beauty,  Love, 
Pain,  Nobleness. 

The  crj^ptic  planes — Soul,  Body,  Mind, 

Must  lie  in  order 
Poised,  to  unlock  the  sacred  door  behind 

Grim  Time,  the  warder. 
Such  only  let  the  eternal  key  pass  through 

And  cross  the  border. 

Here,  for  your  body's  raising,  there  stands  toil, 

For  your  mind,  sorrow, 
Love  heals  your  soul  with  holy  oil 

Till  like  a  swallow, 
Tired  with  Life's  narrowing  day,  you  seek 

God's  sunlit  morrow. 
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The  Spirit  of  Sark. 


FOR  a  long  time 
I  watched  and  waited 
Hiding  amongst  bracken 
And  in  coigns  of  rocks 
Hoping  to  see  him, 
And  at  last  one  evening 
When  Autumn  was  dying 
While  a  harsh  wind 
Shook  in  the  grass  husks, 
Neither  from  ?ea  nor  shore 
But  out  of  the  places 
Into  which  tides  were  flowing, 
I  saw  him  standing, 
From  among  the  dead  grasses, 
Saw  his  great  beauty 
Lithe  as  a  wave  curl 
Gold-haired  as  gorse- flowers.... 


Then  without  warning 

He  threw  out  his  arms 

Laughing. 

And  the  sound  made  me  shiver 

As  I  lay  in  the  grasses 

For  his  laugh  was  as  waves  laugh 

Over  wrecks  and  dead  seamen, 

Laughter  on  laughter 

Mingled  with  wind-gusts 

Suddenly,  swiftly. 

He  turned  and  looked  toward  me 
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High  up  on  the  diffside 
Till  I  saw  his  face, 
His  eyes  without  pity, 
And  covered  mine  own... 
When  I  unclosed  them 
The  seashore  was  empty. 
Only  the  tide-swirls 
Bruising  the  boulders  : 
The  wind-gusts, 
The  hurrying  darkness. 
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Above  Sark  Harbour. 


'"VTEATH  summer  skies,  set  in  its  sunburnt  cloft, 
xM      Clear,  deep,  rock-circled  the  bluo  harbour  lies, 
The  bluest  of  all  things  that  ever  slept 
'Neath  summer  skies. 

Here  will  I  rest  and  dream  with  half- closed  eyes 
Until  all  life  seems  peace  once  more,  bereft 
Of  torn  and  broken  days  and  infamies. 
Dream  back  my  youth,  wrench  from  Time's  hand  that 

theft 
Of  years  and  thoughts  of  beauty,  memories 
When  Earth  bade  fair  to  be  for  ever  left 
'Neath  summer  skies. 
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La  Coupee,  Sark. 


FROM  crag  to  crag  this  bridge  of  Nature's  leaps, 
Writhen,  wind-worn  and  sapped  from  day  to  day 
By  every  season's  change  on  its  gaunt  deeps 

That  cleave  the  sombre,  from  the  smiling  bay  ; 
Thus  have  I  seen  it  flashing  when  the  snow 

Made  its  strait  path  a  mighty  range's  course, 
Or  when  the  gentle  hand  of  Spring  let  go 
A  hundred  coloured  wild-blooms,  golden  gorse. 

Bracken  that  rises  snake-like  into  green 

And  hides  the  bluebell  and  the  sea-pink's  grave. 
Easts  and  grows  old  with  Summer's  golden  mien 

To  shine  reflected  through  the  azure  wave, 
Ere  the  first  wind  that  sees  the  swallow  pass 

Runs  round  its  crannies,  murmuring  '  Alas.' 

II 

But  thrice  remembrance  of  its  beauty  rests. 

And  once  the  grandeur  of  its  warden  strength, 
When  as  the  year  grew  old  the  sea's  behests 

Gathered  fierce  winds  and  struck  its  bouldered  length  j 
Full,  screaming,  white  along  the  livid  sky, 

Rolled  in  great  waves  that  shattered  at  its  feet, 
Calm,  scowling,  hunched,  it  watched  their  might  go  by, 

While  the  air  whirled  and  throbbed  with  salt  and  sleet 
From  red  to  yellow  crag  its  lean  flank  bent, 

Defying  wave  and  thwarting  element. 


74 


Ill 

I  saw  one  summer's  day  its  happiness, 

In  the  sweet  dawn  wh(^n  iiU  its  flowers  rejoiced, 
Weeping  with  day  for  day's  iresh  lov^ehness 

When  all  the  many  hues  of  clitf  shone  moist, 
Colours  were  deepened,  orange,  red  and  green. 

And  over  all  a  shadowing  violet  glow, 
Rising  from  chill  grey-purple,  where,  scarce  seen 

And  far  beneath,  dim  waters  whispered  low, 
While  shafts  of  sun,  gold  and  heat-promising. 

Roused  every  bee  to  hum  and  bird  to  sing. 

IV 

Again  1  saw  it  when  the  fog-banks  loomed, 

Scaling  like  phantoms  round  that  dizzy  height, 
Out  of  the  deep's  giant  crucible,  cold  fumed, 

A  monstrous  acrid  breath  of  incense  white, 
Mounting  or  coihng  downward,  that  concealed 

Alike  the  verdurous  cliff  and  pallid  sea. 
Save  where  a  rift  rolled  open  and  revealed 

A  sunlit  picture  painted  radiantly 
Somewhere  in  air,  that  like  a  vision  shone. 

Hung  for  a  little,  dimmed,  and  then  was  gone. 


And  once  in  Night's  grim  livery  of  black, 
Huge,  writhing  as  a  monster  serpentine, 

Out  of  dark  mount  to  mountain  making  track. 
Bulked  on  the  moon-blue  silver  of  the  brine, 

Its  giant  mass  towered,  silent  o'er  the  main, 
Waiting  for  dawn  or  storm  or  death  of  Time, 


73 


Till  God  make  earth  and  sea  at  one  again 

To  end  Earth's  duel  stress,  retrace  th3  rhyme 
Back  to  the  first  dread  breath  *'  Let  there  be  light !  '* 

Light  to  eternal  things,  dim  mysteries. 
Spanned  by  no  word  of  knowledge  in  the  night, 

To  bridge  the  dark-bound  gulf  of  restless  seas, 
Save  when  some  star  through  blackness  where  we  grope^ 

Whose  name  is  beauty  guides  the  steps  to  hope. 
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An  Island  Spring. 


ALL  the  waking  earth  is  golden,  gold  with  gorse, 
Like  a  mighty  golden  river's  flooding  force, 
Golden  ring 
That  the  Spring 

Gives  his  loved  one  as  he  goes  his 
Flowery  course. 

Where's  the  need  for  golden  sunshine  in  the  skies  ? 

For  the  earth  makes  grey  days  golden  where  she  lies, 

Over  miles 

Run  her  smiles. 

Round  the  cliffs  the  seas  laugh  answer 

With  blue  eyes. 

In  the  scent  above  her  petals  all  the  East 

Lets  a  hundred  aromatic  secrets  feast, 

Thrill,  entrance, 

Till  feet  dance, 

Knowing  only  that  Life's  burden 

Is  released. 

In  the  glory  of  the  freshness  and  the  gold, 

Where  the  eager  blossoms  hurry  to  unfold, 

Where  bees  drone. 

Stands  Joy's  throne, 

And  ever}'-  heart  grows  golden. 

Young  and  old. 

Sark. 
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Aquarelle. 


OUT  in  the  wind  !  Come  out ! 
And  hear  the  green  waves  shout- 
Plunder  !  We  plunder  ! 
Hear  the  dark  cavern's  dome, 
Whipped  by  the  lash  of  foam, 
Thunder  and  thunder  ! 

Out  in  the  sea  !  Come  out  ! 
Plunge  in  the  maddened  rout 
That  leaps  and  pitches  ! 
Quench  all  thy  wrath,  thy  wrath, 
In  the  grey  writhing  broth 
Of  gaunt  sea-witches  ! 

Down  through  the  deep.     Down  deep, 

A  magic  house  of  sleep 

Waits  every  guest, 

When  the  fierce  limbs  grow  numb 

And  the  wild  mouth  is  dumb... 

Then...  a  great  rest. 
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Sea  Fog. 


ON  the  coldness  of  its  breath 
There  comes  death  ; 
Where  its  guileful  path  extends, 
All  sound  ends, 
And  the  waves  run  green  and  hollow  underneathi 

Never  ceasingly  it  coils, 

Hides,  embroils  ; 

Foot  by  foot  each  golden  ray 

Dies  in  grey. 

To  quit  no  more  the  prison  of  its  toils. 

See  it  move  a  pallid  hand 

To  the  land. 

While  the  screaming  gulls  grow  still 

In  its  chill, 

Feigning  slumber  while  it  grasps  at  rock  and  sand. 

As  a  strangler's  work  is  done, 

Foully  won. 

With  a  kiss  and  then  a  thong, 

Slipped  along. 

It  has  gained  a  murderers  triumph  on  the  sun. 
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De  Profundis  ad  altum. 


SILVER  and  still  the  night  that  saw  us  go, 
Dark  shapes  among  dark  gorse  and  sweet-breath'd 
fern, 
To  where  the  narrow  track  wound  steep  below, 
With  many  a  turn. 

Down  deep  as  the  cliff's  heart,  from  ledge  to  ledge. 
And  then  by  winding  ways  and  low-browed  doors, 

Where  black  pools  trembled  over  seaweed's  sedge, 
And  rock-rough  floors. 

And  walls,  whose  every  grain  has  made  a  home 
For  some  sea-thing,  shell-crusted  or  begemmed, 

Hanging  like  fruits,  till  buttress,  arch  and  dome 
Lay  diadem'd. 

Here  dwelt  the  spirits  of  the  deep,  concealed, 

A  world  of  myriads  in  a  place  of  dreams, 
Below  the  sea's  dark  surface  and  revealed 

In  phosphor  gleams, 

Roused  at  a  touch  to  points  of  fire  that  glow, 

As  stars  in  number  and  for  us,  as  far 
From  all  communion  that  minds  may  know. 

As  was  a  star, 

That  through  the  rock-edged  window,  far  above. 
Glittered  upon  the  crystal  night,  whose  Queen 

Sailed  in  her  boat  of  cloud  through  waves  of  love, 
Seen  or  unseen. 
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And  sometimes,  down  chill  ways,  the  moon-blue  eea 

Broke  into  view,  black  isles  in  hai  d  relief 
Loomed  gauntly,  hearing  fo)-  eternity 

Her  endless  grief. 

The  sorrow  of  the  saddest  element  they  know, 

Pain  we  shall  never  probe  till  all  is  done. 
When  the  great  picture's  scattered  fragments  show, 

Joined  by  the  Artist's  hand  and  made  as  one  ; 

One  with  eternal  life,  ii:id  we,  the  strands, 
Twisted  'neath  age-loiig  tapestries,  who  plod, 

Knowing  but  turns  and  knottings  on  all  hands, 
Shall  see  the  perfect  side  that  faces  God. 

And  here,  between  a  sea-life  and  a  star  : 

Signs  of  what  once  we  were,  and  what  shall  be, 

Deep  in  the  Earth,  the  Water  round  and  far, 
Fire  on  the  fretted,  salt-washed  walls,  stood  we, 

Shaped  of  all  elements  and  dominant 

To  check  the  river's  might  and  pierce  the  hill. 
Who,  touched  by  God,  become  his  Instrument 
^-That  writes  on  matter  at  His  secret  will. 

GouLiOT  Cavern,  Sark. 

1917. 
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Conquest 


THE  short  winter  noonday  is  failing  and  darkness 
Closes  on  every  hand, 
From  the  crannies  of  mountainous  rock  that  shut  in  on  the  bay 
From  the  foam-broidered  sand. 

The  cold  waters  cry  with  a  hollow  and  merciless  voice, 

Leaping  out  to  the  fray 

With  the  winds  of  the  land  that  shriek  hate  among  ridges  of 

rock 
And  dead  thorn  on  their  way. 

And  rising  or  lost,  far  beneath,  in  the  wrack  and  the  rage 
Where  the  grey  billows  roar. 

There  come:}  faintly  the  voice  of  a  fisher  who  sings  undismayed 
As  his  boat  rides  to  shore. 

And  the  long-lineaged  battle  rolls  onward,  above  and  below, 
On  its  titanic  plan, 

And  I  marvel  once  more  at  that  godlike,  unquenchable  spark, 
The  Spirit  of  man. 
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The  Lamentation  Cavern, 

Sark. 

WHISPERING,  whispering.     You  do  not  deceive, 
Great  wrinkled  cliffs,  so  gentle  in  the  sun. 
You  and  the  calm  sea  plot  some  treachery, 
Yet  to  be  done. 

Well  do  I  know  the  worth  of  your  set  smile, 
The  sunhght  fades  and  as  your  face  grows  dull, 
Shadows  and  fissures  rise,  and  rocky  bones 
Show  it  a  skull. 

Whispering,  whispering.     Watching  the  grey  clouds, 
The  white  horizon  darkening,  waiting  still 
'Ere  the  first  gauze  of  wind  stirs  the  green  sea 
To  work  your  will. 

Season  and  sunshine  crown  you  with  their  gifts, 
A  hundred  colours  gem  your  luring  dress, 
I  see  alone  that  that  terror  hid  so  oft 
'Neath  loveliness. 

Whispering,  whispering.     Your  ear  to  the  sea's  hps, 
But  though  your  wicked  voices  shrieking,  rise, 
You  cannot  drown  the  groans  of  shattered  barques, 
Nor  dead  man's  cries. 
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Ebb  Tide. 


UNDER  the  giant  cliffs,  great  plunging  seas 
Burst  in  white  foam,  recede  and  burst  again, 
Wet  sands  appear  and  widen  till  afar 
And  distant  echoed  sounds  the  thundering  main. 

Late  Autumn  rusts  the  bracken  high  above, 
Heather  and  sloe  and  bramble,  glinting  red. 
Beneath  a  sad  grey  sky  vaguely  reflect 
And  leave  a  bloom  across  the  sea's  chill  bed. 

Bound  broken  pinnacles  and  rocky  spires 

That  strew  the  shore,  gulls  scream,  complain,  entreat. 

And  down  the  water's  edge  the  fluted  sand 

Is  trailed  with  sharp  broad  arrows  of  their  feet. 

Sark,  1918. 
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In  the  Waves. 


BLUE  seas,  blue  skies  and  in  tlie  tran(jail  air 
The  haze  of  gold  that  early  Autumn  spreads, 
The  heather  on  the  cliff  shot  with  dull  leds, 
The  bracken  golden,  all  the  grey  rocks  wet 
Over  their  lichen  with  the  dawning's  dew  ; 
My  way,  by  stones  and  pools  of  every  hue, 
Comes  on  the  still,  deep  water  suddenly, 
Like  a  green  gem  set  in  a  shadowed  edge 
Of  onyx  seaweed,  fluttering  from  the  ledge 
Whereon  I  wait  the  day's  adventure,  stand 
Bare  and  drawn  tense  to  meet  the  joy,  the  thrill 
That  catches  breath  and  body  with  one  chill 
And  leaps  from  space  toward  me.     Plunge  I  I  dive... 
Light  becomes  darkness...  twilight...  Sunlit  day 
Breaks  forth  once  more  in  gold,  and  flashing  spray, 
Widens  in  bubbling  rings  as  I  strike  out 
With  rapturous  movement,  set  at  fancy's  will, 
Stroke  after  quicker  stroke,  then  resting  still 
To  mark  the  broad  blue  waters,  coloured  rocks. 
High  clifl's,  all  summer  gold  or  black  ravine 
Full  of  night's  shadows,  cloven  in  between  ; 
Spread  from  new  range  show  unexpected  steeps, 
Fresh  caverns,  unknow^n  rocks  where  seabird  sNVeeps, 
Skimming  the  waters'  surface  for  its  prey. 
Then  I  sink  back  within  the  brine's  embrace, 
The  low  wave-music  chanting  round  my  face, 
The  bright  wave-colours,  merging  each  in  each, 
Blue  chasing  lilac  to  a  silver  bed. 
Prismatic  ripples  flashing  ruby  red 
Or  topaz-yellow,  in  a  moment's  glint, 
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Till,  as  the  eye  grows  tired  with  sparkling  flow, 
I  turn  and  gaze  through  cool,  clear  depths  below, 
Lucent  and  deep,  a  world  of  jade-green  rest, 
Where  one  could  pass  through  water's  soft  divide 
And  with  the  body  loosed,  drift  to  the  tide, 
Sink  on  its  forceful  underwave  and  float 
O'er  pearl-white  rocks  that  glimmer  fathoms  deep. 
Fanned  with  long  seaweeds'  refluence  into  sleep... 

Where  is  the  joy  ?  Of  body  or  of  mind  ? 
That  fills  the  very  being,  heart  and  hand, 
Loosed  from  the  laws  that  bind  upon  the  land 
Nor  subject  to  the  ocean's  dominance, 
Freed,  in  an  element  that  knows  not  sway 
Save  at  the  Moon's  chill  bidding,  and  away 
From  the  Sun's  might  that  sovereigns  all  the  earth. 
Now  for  a  moment,  seems  it,  the  chains  fall 
That  bind  the  soul  a  captive  in  Time's  wall. 
Loosens  its  body  from  a  hundred  ills 
Ere  it  floats  forth  a  new  and  joyous  life 
Free  of  dimension's  thrall  and  fleshly  strife, 
As  slave  who  snatches  freedom  for  an  hour 
Before  recapture  runs  and  drinks  the  light, 
All  Heaven  his,  yet  dazed  with  prison's  night, 
So  I  spring  free  to  live  an  instant's  joy, 
Unbound,  apart ;  my  spirit  raised  to  drink 
Life,  Infinite,  beside  the  eternal  brink. 

Sark,  1918i 
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Hope. 


OUTSIDE 
Is  the  fury 
Of  Spring  wind 
Blowing  the  sea-mist. 
Like  grey  smoke  that  scatters 
Violence  and  tribulation, 
Hailshowers  and  rainstorms  ; 
Yet  on  the  banks 
The  primroses  open 
Dancing  in  clusters 
And  a  thrush 

Among  bare  boughs  that  tremble, 
Sings  out  joy's  lyric  : 
Sings  joy's  song  over, 
Over  and  over, 
Heedless  of  tempest 
Raging  about  him, 
Only  beholding 
June  with  her  roses 
Seen  in  his  vision. 

Let  me  look  forward, 
I,  in  life's  storm-wrack. 
Whirled  by  the  forces 
Whose  meaning  I  know  not. 
In  faith's  bare  branches 
Make  me  a  vision — 
June  with  her  roses. 
Immortal,  eternal. 
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Then  I  shall  sing- 
Over  and  over, 
Heedless  of  tempest, 
Glad  that  I  am, 
Conscious  and  being, 
Through  Time's  dull-fury 
Waiting^and^singing. 
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Antiphon. 


AFLOAT  upon  the  still  blue  bay, 
Chime-sweet  across  the  evening  air, 
The  bells  rang  out  and  died  away  : 
The  Angelus  at  8t.  Lunaire. 

And  then  the  sea  took  up  the  note, 

Peals  swift  and  short,  deep-sounding  knells, 

The  waters  sang  about  my  boat, 
The  breeze  was  full  of  little  bells. 

Like  echoes  of  old  friends,  passed  on, 
They  seemed  to  call  me,  cried,  purflued, 

To  share  their  service  and  their  song. 
Their  hidden  life's  beatitude. 

Oh  unforgotten  and  beloved  ! 

Soon  shall  I  come  to  meet  you  there, 
Who  stirred  the  ebbing  waves  and  moved 

The  evening  bells  at  St.  Lunaire. 
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R  Shrine. 


TTTHERE  the  moorland  ends  and  the  cHff  falls  >,teeply, 
VV       Where  the  wind  blows  over  and  comes  not  near, 
Aloof  from  the  world  and  hidden  deeply, 

The  Spirit  of  Peace  finds  one  place  dear. 
Strange  waters  whisper,  strange  seas  run  shoreward, 

Eddy  and  meet  round  the  fall  of  the  hill, 
Only  where  boughs  and  dark  leaves  press  foi-ward, 

All  Ues  still. 

Life's  clamour  fades  and  her  tumults  falter, 

In  dim  distrusting,  desire  goes  by. 
Should  a  man  of  hate  draw  near  to  this  altar 

His  wrath  must  wither,  he  knows  not  why  ; 
In  rage  he  comes,  but  he  passes  over, 

He  sets  his  foot  but  he  may  not  win 
To  place  with  the  seeker  and  touch  with  the  lover. 

Long  called  in. 

No  temple  looms  and  no  priest  emerges, 

Should  a  stranger  listen,  there  comes  no  signs, 
No  hymnal  music  beyond  the  surge's, 

No  wistful  anthem  above  the  pine's  ; 
There  stretch  the  woods  as  a  mighty  bosom. 

Fervid  with  leaf  and  the  flutter  of  wing. 
Fruitful  in  berry  at  Autumn  and  blossom 

In  the  Spring. 

Who  loves  shall  hear,  since  his  heart,  believing 
With  the  forest's  heart  is  at  length  made  one, 
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Till  he  wakes  from  the  sleep  of  the  world,  perceiving 

A  votive  flame  that  was  once  the  sun, 
It  burns  through  the  wood's  smooth  pillars,  casting 

The  mighty  shade  of  its  golden  rod. 
While  the  lyre  of  the  branches,  everlasting. 

Calls  the  God. 

He  kneels  and  touches  the  wood- flowers  chalice, 

And  filled  by  the  incense  of  earth  and  of  wave, 
Love  enters  into  the  throne  of  malice, 

And  peace  comes  forth  from  affliction's  grave. 
The  glance  of  the  God  fills  his  soul,  glorifying. 

As  it  shines  unbeheld  from  the  dark  of  the  bougli 
With  the  symbol  of  life  and  the  death-serpent,  lying 

On  his  brow. 

He  passes  thence  and  his  footstep  ranges 

Not  known  any  more  of  the  woods  or  the  stream, 
But  their  spirit  lives  though  the  pathway  changes. 

Made  one  with  knowledge  and  wed  with  dream  ; 
His  heart  shall  sing  as  a  lark,  ascended, 

With  hidden  joy  as  the  woods  grow  green 
For  to  him  alone  lies  the  vision  splendid 

In  between. 

Glenthorne, 
N.  Devon,  1916. 
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The  Open  Road. 


TO  breathe-in  heath  and  gorse  and  sun-warmed  grass, 
Hear  the  streams  purUng  or  a  far-off  surf 
Shaking  wide  shores,  to  loiter  as  I  pass 

Gay  flowers  in  cottage  gardens,  spring  on  turf 
Where  o'er  my  feet  the  buttercups  cast  gold. 
Hiding  the  dust  that  gathers  on  their  way  ; 
To  rest  on  twisted  roots  and  moss-topped  mould, 
Watching  the  clouds  and  sun  at  cosmic  play, 

I  must  do  these  before  the  spirit  fails. 
And  age  and  ailment  tie  me  in  the  chair, 

Dreaming  but  conjured  visions,  borrowed  sails 
That  fill  with  winds  which  never  tossed  my  hair  ; 

Let  me  have  known  the  moors,  the  waves,  the  trees, 
Let  Death  not  come  to  dreams,  but  memories. 
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Dusk. 


BENEATH  a  grey  and  cumbered  sky, 
The  sultry  evening  lingers  on, 
Not  a  leaf  moves,  no  birds  go  by. 
The  fields  are  colourless  and  lone. 

Where  cattle  sought  the  river's  bank, 
The  ground  is  worn  to  dust  and  clay, 

GhostUke,  through  reeds  and  grasses  rank. 
The  shallow  water  glides  away. 

In  the  still  garden  as  the  night 
Gathers  where  fir-boughs  overlean, 

A  single  moth  in  aimless  flight. 
Hovers  across  the  sullen  green. 

A  dull,  intolerable  weight, 

The  hopelessness  of  mortal  tilings. 

Falls  from  the  hush  to  penetrate 
Even  the  soul's  imaginings. 
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The  Garden  of  Memoi||. 


OUT  of  a  moss-grown  path  between  the  woods 
Comes  an  old  woman  to  the  wide  stone  seat, 
To  sit  and  gaze  with  memory's  hallowing  glance 
Upon  the  shadowed  lawn,  her  green  retreat. 

Upraised,  her  gentle  face  shows  countless  lines, 
The  thin,  pale  hands  fall  clasped  upon  her  knees. 
She  waits  as  though  to  listen  for  a  call, 
Or  hear  once  more  a  step  among  the  trees. 

Round  her  the  roses  cluster,  bend  and  wreathe, 
Building  a  blossomed  arbour,  flower  by  flower, 
And  all  is  silent  in  the  change  of  day 
That  brings  sad-hearted  twilight's  earhest  hour. 

A  frail  old  woman,  bent,  upon  a  seat, 
Who  would  not  say  she  earned  the  roses'  scorn  ? 
Yet  love  will  linger  when  she  comes  no  more, 
And  all  their  glory  leaves  behind...  a  thorn. 
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The  Mushroom  Gatherer. 


i^ROM  the  far  green  meadows  I  can  hear  his  song, 
[n  the  earhest  morning  as  he  passes  along, 
Down  by  the  hangar  Ihat  follows  the  hill, 
Down  by  the  larch  wood,  misty  and  still. 

He  strides  to  the  valley  with  his  shouldered  pack. 
And  his  steps  show  clearly  in  tlie  gossamer' d  track, 
He  waves  his  stick  and  he  leaps  Ih''  stile, 
And  he  sings  aloud  the  while — 


^O'^ 


^'  Oh  the  trees  are  yellow  and  the  trees  are  red, 
And  my  mushrooms  are  white  in  their  grassy  bed, 
Three  miles  to  market  is  the  way  I  go. 
Yah,  ha-ha,  hah,  ha,  HO  ! 

His  voice  is  like  a  lad's  and  the  words  ring  clear, 
I  can  hear  him  far  away,  coming  nearer  and  near, 
Sometimes  they're  lost  when  he  turns  his  head. 
Sometimes  the  mist  breaks  the  full  notes  dead. 

"  I  shall  sell  my  mushrooms  for  bright  money  there, 
And  they  brew  good  ale  at  the  Old  Brown  Eear  !  " 
Then  his  song  dies  away  for  a  moment  or  so, 
And  comes  back  again  with  his  "  Ha,  ha-ha,  HO  ! 

I  dream  of  mushrooms  with  pink  rultU  s  inside. 
And  sweet  earth-scent  in  the  glades  where  they  hide. 
Of  blackberry  trails  that  catcli  you  as  you  pass 
To  firm  little  globes  that  show  white  in  the  grass. 
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*'  There'll  be  gay  times  tonight  at  the  Old  Brown  Bear, 
And  the  girl  that  I  'ove  will  be  dancing  with  me  there, 
I  will  buy  her  a  ribbon  and  a  big  yellow  bow, 
And  we'll  sing — Yah,  ha-ha,  ha,  HO  !  " 

He  drops  out  of  sight  where  the  pines  join  the  hill, 
But  every  now  and  then  I  can  hear  his  song  still, 
The  sun  breaks  out  and  he  greets  it  from  afar, 
And  again  I  hear  his  faint  *'  Yah,ha-haHah  !... Ha-ha 
Hah! 
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Caprice. 


COLUMBINE  !  Columbino  !  In  among  the  treeg, 
I  want  you  !  Come  out  to  the  sunshine  and  the  beee, 
I  will  show  you  big  white  lihes  that  I've  grown  for  your 

surprise, 
And  I'll  sit  and  love  your  laughter  and  the  silver  in  your  eyes. 

Columbine  !  Columbine  !  In  the  wood's  blue  shade, 
Its  noontime  and  I  want  you.     See,  the  lovely  cap  I've  made, 
It  is  strung  with  tiny  lil3'-bells  like  rows  and  rows  of  pearls, 
And  they  shall  die  and  leave  their  scent  among  your  dancing 
curls  ! 

Columbine  !  Columbine  !  Hiding  in  disdain, 

I  thought  that  I  had  seen  you  and  I  ran  an  hour  in  vain, 

The  light  turned  grey  among  the  boughs  and  the  grass  drooped 

dank  with  dew, 
And  all  the  shadows  wove  me  ghosts,  but  never  sign  of  you  ! 

Columbine  !  I've  seen  you  !  Dancing  in  the  night, 
In  and  out  the  leaves  and  moon...  light  and  dark  and  light ! 
Now  you  can't  escape  me  !  Why  do  3'ou  run  on  ? 
Columbine  !  I  want  you.  Columbine  ! She's  gone. 
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The  Show. 


LOITERING  along  the  street, 
Half  in  dreamland's  thrall, 
I  saw  Punch  and  Judy  played 
By  a  dingy  wall. 

Many  thronged  there,  eager-eyed, 
Laughing  at  the  mime, 
Where  a  httle  world's  desires 
Flickered  for  a  time. 

Quick  the  showman's  puppets  flashed^ 
And  a  merry  while 
On  the  faded,  time-worn  stage. 
Punch  worked  out  his  guile. 

But  the  end  for  him  came  too, 
Curtains  were  unhooked. 
And  the  showman  packed  his  dolls. 
How  inane  they  looked  1 

It  was  madness,  hut  it  seemed 
Bound  the  human  ring. 
As  they  moved  away,  I  saw 
Each  hung  from  a  string  ! 
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Experience. 


THERE  was  a  feast  within  the  wood, 
Strange  guests  came,  eager  for  strange  food 
And  bowls  of  sliimraering  wine, 
Out  of  the  boughs  green,  sunht  h\ce, 
They  drew  together,  took  their  place, 
And  every  place  was  mine. 

I  heard  their  greetings  and  their  mirth 
Run  like  a  live  thing  o'er  the  earth 
And  flow  among  the  flowers, 
I  understood  their  speech  that  none 
Had  ever  :  poken,  knew  who  spun 
Then'  robes  from  colouifd  hours. 

They  laughed  and  sang  till  sound  and  sight 

Beat  as  a  heart  of  golden  hght 

The  breast  of  Harlequin  ; 

Till  suddenly  those  bearing  wine 

Changed  into  fiends  and  poured  out  brine, 

And  then  the  sun  went  in. 

And  soundless,  in  the  gathering  grey 
I  watched  the  feasters  slip  away 
From  their  dishevelled  board, 
And  from  my  place  1  downward  flew 
To  seek  the  spot  where  well  1  kn-w 
Their  treasury  was  stored. 
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It  was  the  feast  of  Memories, 

Where  those  beyond  the  Mysteries 

Ordain  that  each  man  comes, 

And  in  the  spirit's  silent  wood 

W^here  each  returns  where  once  they  stoodj 

T  gathered  up  the  crumbs. 
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To  Alexandre  Scriabin. 


THE  eyes  are  closed  whose  vision  was  more  clear, 
Than  other  men's  and  pierced  the  choking  night, 
Till  he  viewed  dimly  where  all  joys  unite 
And  all  men's  teaiful  longings  disappear. 
This  new  Prometheus  stole  with  eye  and  ear, 
Flame  upon  flame,  safe-guarded,  and  the  light 
Laid  bare  the  World's  full  treasure,  the  delight 
That  few,  alas,  may  know  and  not  besmear. 

He  saw,  this  dreamer  gi'eat,  in  his  short  hour, 
Life's  beauties  scattered,  and  his  restless  hand 
Strove  to  rebuild  them  in  a  dizzy  tower. 
Whence  man  should  scale  to  Heaven's  parapet  ; 
Another  labourer  bows  at  Death's  command, 
And  Unity  is  not  for  us, — not  yet. 
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Ri  the  Prison  Window. 


THE  sky  rests  o'er  the  angled  roofs, 
So  calm,  so  blue  ! 
A  bough  sways  o'er  the  angled  roofs, 
Fro  and  to. 

A  bell  that  in  the  silence  moves, 

Sounds  low  and  long. 
A  bird  that  in  the  leafage  moves, 

Makes  plaintive  song. 

Oh  God,  dear  God  !  All  life  lies  there, 

Simple  and  free, 
The  town's  low  murmur  that  lies  there 

Throbs  out  to  me. 

What  sin  was  thine,  oh  soul  laid  bare 

In  endless  tears  ? 
What  sin,  oh  soul,  who  has  laid  bare 

Youth's  golden  years. 

From  Paul  Verlaine. 
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Life. 


11HE  Windows  of  the  silont  r-om 
Open  on  the  evening's  gloom, 
Hours  and  hours  to  faint  twihght 
Have  to  pass  before  the  night, 
Hours  and  hours  must  gHde  away 
While  the  garden,  still  and  grey, 
Waits  more  patiently  than  i 
For  the  day  that  w'iil  not  d'w  ; 
Shadows  gather  round  the  walls, 
Very  slow  the  darkness  falls, 
Nothing  stirs,  its  touch  benumbs 
Waiting  for  what  never  comes  ; 
Piano,  sofa,  carven  chair, 
Seem  intent  and  seem  aware. 
Lest  they  miss  that  hidden  llow 
Things  inanimate  can  know% 
Whsn  they  get  in  touch  again 
With  the  \vaves  of  joy  an  I  pain, 
When  the  wood  from  boughs  cut  free 
Feels  the  secret  of  the  tree. 
When  the  metal  can  restore 
All  its  life  within  the  ore, 
When  the  wide,  expectant  rose 
Feels  the  root  from  whence  it  grows — 
And  it  seemed  that  while  I  stood 
Alien  in  that  brotherhood, 
In  my  heart  there  came  a  pause, 
I  knew  death,  and  the  first  cause 
Came  and  quickened  as  it  fell, 
Once  again  I  was  a  cell 
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Struggling,  pulsing  out  for  breath, 

Fighting  every-sided  death, 

Till,  within  me,  of  my  strife, 

I  begot  a  second  life. 

As  the  eternal  entered  me 

I  broke  to  Time's  duality. 

Since  no  unity  nor  state 

Passes  through  the  Temporal  gate, 

Out  of  one  and  into  two 

So  the  spirit  in  me  grew, 

Strife  with  strife  we  rolled  and  swirled 

In  the  torture  of  the  world, 

Hardening,  strengthing  as 'we  went. 

Swept  by  furied  element^ 

One  of  many  myriads  who 

Round  the  eternal  spirit  grew. 

Lightened  without  knowing  why 

Save  that  theirs  was  not  to  die. 

Knowing  always  ceaseless  strife 

To  hold  fast  their  hidden  life, 

Till  some  instinct  blindly  found 

Made  us  link  with  those  around. 

Cell  to  cell  and  skin  to  skin, 

So  we  fused  and  made  us  kin, 

Urged  by  lack  of  food  to  climb 

To  some  refuge  in  the  slime 

Then,  as  over  rocks  we  rolled. 

Slowly  came  the  will  to  hold 

Hold  and  thwart  the  sea  and  bear 

All  the  perils  of  the  air 

Once  more  harden,  change  and  meet 

Each  desire  to  live  and  eat 
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Cling  and  bear  the  ages'  range, 
Meeting  all  life's  change  with  changn, 
Meeting  each  maraud  and  rape 
With  some  turn  of  hue  or  shape, 
Seeing  round  us  mineral,  stone 
Holding  kinship  with  our  own, 
Knowing  how  they  came  to  birth 
With  a  primal  ray  to  earth, 
Which,  with  spark  of  destiny, 

Gave  their  atoms  power  to  be 

Then  on  us  fell  a  second  flow, 

Giving  eternal  strength  to  grow. 

And  we  passed,  adventurous, 

All  their  being  merged  in  us. 

Until  we,  the  hfe  of  cell, 

Carried  them  in  us  as  well, 

Lifting  them  into  our  sky, 

Carrying  them  to  place  more  high, 

Ever  upward  from  the  mire, 

Urged  by  us  to  struggle  higher. 

Then  on  us  the  spirit  fell 

Through  the  sap  within  the  cell. 

While  hi  holy  state  of  sleep, 

Moved  the  spirit  o'er  oui-  deep. 

Flashed  the  eternal  spark  again, 

Till  the  blood  coursed  in  the  vein 

And  the  will  within  us  ran 

Forward  toward  that  form  called  man. 

And  I  saw  upon  the  ground, 

In  the  water,  all  around. 

Forms  and  growths  and  atoms  strange 

Who  refused  the  sti'ess  and  change, 
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Set  their  will  to  hold  them  back 
From  the  great  miending  track, 
Who  had  come  to  form  and  dress 
Whence  they  never  could  progress, 
To  remain,  till  one  sole  thing 
Ceased  their  stagnant  ill-being, 
That  we  took  them  as  our  food, 
Mixed  with  us  for  greater  good  ; 
And  I  saw  what  we  call  prey 
But  performed  a  cosmic  way, 
Gathered  in  and  carried  on 
Till  the  wilful  shoots  had  gone, 
Wilful  shoots  that  sought  to  be 
Separate  from  the  eternal  tree. 
Shoots  and  boughs  of  monstrous  shape, 
Forms  of  fish  and  forms  of  ape, 
Forms  of  stubbornness  and  dread, 
Grown  effete  and  atrophied  ; 
Round  the  tree  their  dust  was  cast 
There  to  mix  with  it  at  last. 
And  despite  rebellion  strong, 
Changed,  absorbed,  and  carried  on. 
So  I  saw  as  in  a  glass 
Atom,  cell  and  blood-life  pass 
By  a  process  magical — 
Metal,  plant  and  animal 
Out  of  struggle,  stress  and  pain 
Pass  to  bone  and  flesh  and  vein. 
All  I  feel  and  all  I  see 
Gathering  round  the  soul  of  me, 
As  the  threefold  holiness 
Laid  upon  me  consciousness 
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And  the  substanf'i'  that  \va<  bhiid 
Grouped  itseh  into  u  ii'ind. 
Where  unchanged  and  leaveninp, 
The  old  eternal  atoms  clin{,\ 
And  1  know  that  thou<^h  i  died 
Never  could  I  stand  outside. 
Even  as  my  a<:ce-long  bent 
Caught  and  carried  as  it  went, 
Made  me  gather  and  iultil 
The  unchanging,  sacred  ^Vill, 
So  I  knew  that  I  must  Ihid, 
On  the  road  that  seemed  so  blind, 
Some  high  being,  some  true  guide, 
Who  would  take  me  to  his  side, 
Make  me  Him  though  I  rebelled. 
Make  me  see  what  he  belield. 
Till  I  grew  to  cosmic  pride, 
And  myself  became  a  guide. 
Drawing  all  1  knew  as  ^lind 
Out  from  lives  T  left  behind. 
Touched  once  moie  by  etirnal  ray. 
Given  tyes  for  ete  nai  Jay, 
Given  ears  that  newly  hear, 
Power  to  breathe  eternal  air, 
Vision  that  could  look  on  earth 
Seeing  neither  size  nor  worth, 
Watching  all  the  things  that  be 
On  their  road  becoming  me. 
So  that  wdien  Time's  course  is  done 
Every  value  shall  be  one, 
So  that  each  will  gladly  wait. 
Each  thing  rise  from  lowliest  state, 
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Knowing  every  sepai'ate  soul 
Vital  to  the  eternal  whole. 

Then  the  darkness  grew  a'pace 

And  than  floated  down  a  Grace 

Calm  and  sweet,  that  seemed  to  move 

Through  my  soul  and  leave  it  Love. 

Then  I  wondered  should  I  see 

God,  beyond  eternity... 

But  my  vision  saw  no  more — 

Suddenly,  upon  the  floor 

The  expectant  rose  shed  petals  white 

Capturing  my  mortal  sight, 

Falling,  falling,  one  by  one, 

I  was  standing  there  alone  ; 

But  the  windows  of  the  room 

Showed  me  stars  instead  of  gloom. 
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